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Tout bouffe — et Vtvn tlftatt fp* h mmis pi 1 march* 


NOW let tile Head past fall mlo tile deep, 

With all its sleepy *mncjs and chmchinp chimes 
You are Ihc Bell that gospels mightier limes 
O’er men who scale the 1 u lure's ruined steep. 

Not looking hack In where ihe weaklin«;s tretp, 
But, with foi haltk Min«» yum iron limes, 
Marelnmr front foi wauls to Ihe visioned rhino 
Where hearts art* steeled and furious foires sweep 

Of Jewish idols and (Ircek i;ods they snip. 

But louder than tin ir mui e hud anviU rm: r . 

And o’er lh< ir maidens sinokt *ruiLd waving hair 

But while the old was ruined by the n< w. 

You pointed in .1 C'lty far mmi fur; 

And, Master, with ;;iad hearts wc follow' \ mi. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

'j 

Otto Hauser refeis the Belgian renascence in ait 
and literature to the influence of the pre-Rapliaelites. 
The influence of painting is at all events certain 1 
That of music is not less maikrd IJaudclane has 
been continued by Rodcnbach, Giraud, and Gilkm 
Verlaine’s method m l*etcs galanle* is imitated m 

^ Charles van Loilu rghr wa.s direr i ly inspired by Rossetti 
ainl Burne-Jones Yeihueien li is ui it ion much ait cuticimi 
Fontainas, who li.es translated Keats, and Milton’s 
Atjomsh's and Com vs, is a histou.in oi painting (Histone tic 
la FiitnliO'r Jtani’tnbt' ini sij* mule ISOf-HHH), M» reim* dc 
France, 1906). Max Elsk.imp illustrates lus own hooks u ith 
quaint, mediaeval woodcutt. ; mc, especially, Ins Alpha tot t?c 
Notie Dame la Vicrye (Antwei p, 1901). .Motkt 1 lias written 
a study of Victor Rousseau ^1905). Le Koy is ,ui amateur 
painter. *. 

3 Vorliaeren heard Wagners Wulhuu tw-dy times 
runmug. Meckel is a learned musician; m iiin two 
volumes of verse Chantetable an pea nmie ami Clortes 
contain musical notation-, of rh>thins tidkin found it 
difficult to decide whether to he a musician oi a poet 
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Giraud’s He/os ct Pie/rots (Fischbacher, Paris). 
The naturalistic style of Zola was independently 
initiated in Belgium by Camille Lemonnier, who 
directly influenced Verhaeren. But the most potent 
influence is that of Mallarmd, whose symbolism has 
tiansformcd contemporary poetry. It was a featuie 
of the symbolists to return to the free metres aifd 
the simpliu y of the folk-song, and there are 
echoes of popular poetry in the verse of Biaun, 
Elskamp, Gdrardy, Kinon, van Lerberghe, and 
Mockel. 

Belgium is a country of mixed nationalities. 
The two languages spoken are Flemish and 
French. Flemish is a Low German dialect, the 
written form of which is identical with Dutch. 
Practically all educated Flemings speak Fiench, 
which is the official language; the Fiench Belgians, 
who raiely know Flemish , 1 aie called Walloons. 
Only those authois who write in Fiench are ic- 
presented in the present volume, and they ipay he 
classed as follows• 

Flemings:—Elskamp (French mother), Fonlainas“ 
(French admixtuie), Giraud, Kinon f^Valioon ad- 

1 V«ihacrcn, who is ft Fleming pur sany, and who was 
• brought up in an exclusively Flemish-speaking clistrict, 
knows pin* tic .illy no Flemish. Maeterlinck, on thd cither 
hand, might li.oc wuttun equally well in Flemish. 



Introduction. 


xv 

mixture), van Lerbeighe, Le Roy, Maeterlinck, 
Rainaekers, Veihieren. 

Walloons:—lion mar i age (English mother), liraun 
(German grandfather), Isi-Collin, Jean Dominique, 
Gerardy (Prussian Walloon), Glikin (Flemish 
mother), Gille, Mai low (English grandfather), 
Xfockel (distant German extraction), Rency, 
S^verin. < •* 

The Belgian poets arc again divided into two 
very hostile camps with regard to metrical 
questions. The Parnassians (the term is used for 
want of a better) (ling to the traditional forms of 
French verse (what Byron called “monotony in 
wire"), and to the time-honoured diction ; whereas 
the vershbristes use the fiee forms of verse 
imported into France from Germany by Jules 
Laforgue, and peifcctcd by (among othcis) the 
American Vielc-Gritfiu. It must be noted, how¬ 
ever, that theie is a tendency among the vers- 
libristes to leturn to the classical style: Verhaeien, 
who wrote in vers libres after lus first two volumes, 
has, in his last book, Lcs Rythmes souvetams, 
approximated to the tegular alcxandtmc. Van 
Lerberghe, in a letter wntten in 1905, condemns 
the vers libre\ but lus own work is an mimoital 
monument of its practicability. 1 The chief l 3 a r - 

1 See Georges Rency, Physiouonaes lilUfan es } jip. 120-122. 
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nassians arc (iiraud, Gilkm (whose I’romJtMej 
however, is in vers libres\ Gille, and Sever in. 
Max Elskamp is a vetslibriste only in his use of 
assonance. 

IJelgian litcratute begins, for all practical 
purposes, \#iih Chailes de Costci’s national epic 
(Jylenspicgi! De Coster died young, and 
followed by ti e novelist Camille Lemonnier (1844-), 
Then comes the flood-tide, not in literature only, 
for Fernand Khnopff, Georges Minncs, Theo van 
Rysselberghe (the bosom friend of Verhaeren), 
and Constantin Meumer aie as distinguished in 
painting and sculpture as, for instance, Georges 
Eckhoud and Joris-Karl Uuysmans aie in the 
novel. 

The beginnings of the modern movement, which 
was directed, in the fust instance, against Philis¬ 
tinism, may be traced back to the group of 
bellicose students who weie gathered together at 
the Umveisily of Louvain about 1880/ Some of 
them, among whom were Emile Verha©f$n and 
Ernest van Dyk (the famous Wagner tenor) 
founded a magazine, La Semaine de** Efudiantsi 
which was soon suppressed by the University 
authorities. Other students who later became 
famous were I wan Gilkm and Albert GiraucP; and, 

1 Sec Gilkm, Oj njitu’S cstiulanlines de ludcinie Belgique: * 
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•Edmond Deman, who was to become Verhaeren’s 
publisher and a maker of beautiful books. Another 
student, Max Waller, who, till his early death in 
1889, was the imp of mischief in the literary world 
of Belgium, founded, in rivalry with La Semaim\ 
the magazine Le 7 yfie^ which was also suppressed. 
IShter on Max Waller founded, in 1882, at Brussels, 
together with Georges Eekhoud and Gilkin, La 
Jeune Belgique , a review to which all the young 
bloods contributed,making common cause until they 
divided into verslibnstes and Parnassians, after 
which the review was carried on, under the 
successive editorship of Waller, Gille, and Gilkin, 
as the organ of the French party (“Part pour Part et 
le culte de la forme 1 '*). Other reviews which 
provided a battling-ground were VArt Modemcf 
to which Verhaeren contributed, and La Wallonie , 
which Albert Mockel founded at Li£ge in 18S4. 

A The exuberant vitality of these students, though 
it often led them into extremes, laid the foundation 
of a literature which is in many respects the most 
remarkable of contemporary Europe. Now that 
Tolstoy is dead, Maeteihnck and Verhaeren stand 

1 Gilkin, Quinzc anntes de lUtfordiuc. 

a Founded by the lawyer ICdmoml Picard, who discovered 
“Dime beige.” lie advocated a literature which should he 
specifically Belgian. 



XV111 


Introduction. 


at the head of the literature of the whole world; 
and they are, as Johannes Schlaf has maintained, 
the perfect types of the “new European.” It is 
absurd to consider them as Frenchmen; they are 
as much the product of their country as Ibsen is of 
Norway. 

Modem Belgium, “between ardent France anS 
grave Germanv,” the fortis.of all the roads of 
Europe, is as rich in intellectual gifts as it is 
teeming with material wealth. “The vitality of 
the Belgians,” says Stefan Zweig in his splendid 
book on Verhaeren, “ is magnificent. In no ether 
part of Europe is life lived with such intensity, 
such gaiety, In no other country as in Flanders is 
excess in sensuality and pleasure a function of 
strength. The Flemings must be seen in their 
sensual life, in the avidity they bring to it, in the 
conscious joy they feci in it, in the endurance they 
show. It was in orgies that Jordacns found the 
models of his pictuies: in every kermesse, in eyery 
funeral feast you could find them to this very 
day. Statistics show us that Belgium stands at 
the head of Europe in its consumption of alcohol. 
Out of every two houses one is an inn. .Every 
town, every village has its brewery, and the brewers 
are the richest traders in the country. Nowhere 
else are festivals so animated, so noisy, so qn~ 
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ijgBtrained. Nowhere else is life so loved, and 
lived with such superabundance, at such fever- 
heat” It is a land that has conquered the sea, 
and Spain, and is still unspent, raging with greedy 
appetites of body and brain Verhaeren has 
vaunted it in himself. 

** Je suis le fils dc cette race 

Dont lcs cervetux plus que les dents 

Sont solutes ct sont ardeuts 

Et sont voiaccs. 

Je suis le tils de cette race 

« 

Ten ace, 

Qui vent, apres avoir voulu, 

Encore, encore et encore plus.” 1 

• 

The greatest of all French poets, past and pre¬ 
sent, is Emile Verhaeren. He was born in 1855 at 
Saint Amartd, a village on the Scheldt to the east 
of Artfwerp. He has described the impressions of 
his childhood among the poldeis in his charming 
book Les Tendresses premises (1904), the proces¬ 
sions of ships sailing, like a dream plumed with 
wind, down the river under the stars, the dikes, 
“la verte immensite des plaines et des plaines”; 
and in tfie superb symbolism of Les Villages 
illusoires he has magnified the villagers at their 
trades. He was educated at the Jesuit school 

' 1 “ Ma race, 11 Les Forces turcmltueuaes. 
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Saintc-Barbe in Ghent, with Georges Rodenbap$ 
for a schoolfellow. Then he studied law at Louvain, 
made some feint of practising at Brussels, and, in 
18S5, buist upon his countrymen with his audacious 
book Les FlamandcSy the fruit of close study of 
Flemish genre- paint mg and the poetry of Mau¬ 
passant. An indignant critic called him “the* 
Raphael of filth M ; but he rehabilitated himself by 
i% Les Momc^ n ^886), sonorous poems mirroring 
Life in a Flemish monastery, painting monks whose 
asceticism is as savage and voluptuous as the huge 
joy in life illustrated in Les Flamandes . 

These two books glow with health. But the 
poet had impaired his constitution by riotous 
living; and the trilogy which now followed, Les 
Soirs ( 1 8 87),Zcj Dfbdt les ( 1 888 ), and Les Flambeaux 
noirs (1S90), form one long elegy of disease. 
These years, his “pathological period,” were full 
of the blackest pessimism and despair. He was 
much in London at this time, m isolation all the 
more desperate as he could not speak English. 
He was fascinated by the atmosphere of the 
English capital, its immensity, its desolatiq^ its 
fogs, identifying his own mind with all ol iti M O 
mon Aim du soir y ce Londtcs noir qui traine ert 
toil ” “Je suis 1’iinmensement perdu,” he cri^s 
out in despair; he yearns for his brain to give way; 
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When shall I have the atrocious joy of seeing 
madness, nerve by nerve, attack my mind ?” But 
the very keenness of his self-observatiOn gradually 
brings him healing: a mastery of the body by the 
brain. This intense wrestling with disease is full 
of significance, and one of the lessons which 
Verhaeren has to teach is that new conditions of 
existence, the din anil dust of great cities, the 
never-resting activity of modern brains, will cieate 
a new man whose nervous system will be able to 
bear the strain imposed upon it. And when one 
sees Verhaeren turning from self-torture to lose 
himself in the energy of the restlessly progressing 
world, one thinks of John Addington Symonds 
growing stronger over u Leaves of Grass.” His 
recovery and reconciliation with life are symbolized 
in his poem Saint George , one of the collection 
Les Apparus dans mes Che mins (1891). 

In his first two books he had been a realist and 
a Parnassian. The volumes which follow are in 
vers ItbreSy and they are, to a certain extent, 
symbolistic. Les Villages illusoires (1894) is all 
symbolist?: the ferryman is the stubborn artist 
with the green reed of hope between his teeth ; the 
fishermen symbolize the selfish society of to-day^ 
the ropemaker weaves the horizons of the future. 

Les Qampagnes hallucinfes (1893) describes the 
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desolation of the country, deserted to glut the 
cities; Let Vil/cs tcnfaculaircs (1895) is a cinemato* 
graph of the town, while the play Lcs Aubes (1898) 
completes the trilogy, and prophesies the dawn 
of a better day after a cleansing with blood. In 
these three books contemporary life is visualized| 
reviled, condoned, explained, and reconciled with 
beauty. Poet > (except Walt Whitman, whom 
Veiliaercn continues) have turned their eyes away 
from the present to the past, and sung of rural 
quiet lather than of uiban roar. When Henley’s 
poem on the motor-car appeared, there was a cry 
of dciision; but the only thing that was* wrong 
with the poem was that it was not poetry. 
Verhaeren, however, has smitten poetry out of 
workshops, anvils, locomotives, girders, braziers, 
pavements, gin-shops, brothels, the Stock Ex¬ 
change—out of all that is monstrous and ugly to 
those who look at material things, as Ruskin did, 
with the eyes of the past. The accepted ideal of 
beauty is Grecian, but to Verhaeien the beauty of 
a thing is not in its outward form, but in the idea 
that moves it. In Greece the athlete wa bc&utiful; 
but strength to-day is in the nerves; to-day we 
see more beauty in a face moulded by mind than in 
the thews of a discus-thrower. Smoke is beautiful 
in the pictures of Whistler and Monet; the toil of 
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grimy workmen is sublime in the sculpture of 
Constantin Meumer . 1 For Verhaeien, as Stefan 
Zweig says, “a thing is the moic beautiful the 
more finality, will, power, energy it contains. The 
whole universe at the present moment is over¬ 
heated; it is straining in throes of endeavour; our 
^jreat towns arc nothing but centres of multiplied 
energy; their machine %aie tlie expression of forces 
tamed and oigamzed; their innumerable crowds 
are joined together in harmonious action. Thus to 
Verhaeren all things appear full of beauty. He 
loves our epoch because it does not disperse effort, 
but condenses it, because it is not scattered, but 
concentrated for action. All that has will, and an 
aim in view, man, machine, ciowd, town, capital; 
all that vibrates, works, ham me is, travels ; all that 
bears in itself fire, impulse, electricity, and feeling 
—all this rings in his verse. Everything lives its 
minute; in this multiple gear thcie is no dust, no 
,useless ornamentation ; but evciywbcie is cication; 
the feeling of the future duccls all action. The 
town is a living being.” 

Verhaeren knows the great cities of Europe. He 
has felt the spell of* l lambing, as well as of 
Hildesheim and of little towns in Spam We have 
seen him during his period of depiession isolated 

1 Stefan Zweig, Emile Vcrhacmi. 



XXIV 


Introduction. 


in London, and while in England he was fascinated* 
by the reek of soot and tar in Liverpool and 
Glasgow. In London he would take a ticket to 
anywheie on “ the underground,” and roll along for 
hours; he wandered about the docks, and dreamed 
among the mummies in the British Museum. And 
though the town of his poems may be any town, It 
is no doubt, the back ofchis mind, London. 

In Les //sure? tZinrcs (1896) and Les Heures 
d\iprh-mirfi (T905), Verhaeren sings the “ douce 
accahnie” of his wedded life. To translate some 
of the poems in these collections would be lilpe 
forcing one’s way into a sanctuary. As this: 

“ Tri's (lourcment, plus rioiirenient encore, 
lioreo tun trie eutic li*^ bias, 

Mon fi out firvieux et mes yeu\ las ; 

Tu’s dmiuenn nt, plus ilouceiueiit encorto, 
liaise nu's h vros, et ihs-moi 
Ci’s mots plus dome a cliaque aurore, 

Quaml me les dit ta voix 
Et quo tu t’es ilonni'C, et que ]e t'aime encore.” 

In another tulogy Tonte la Flandre {Les 
Tcndres ses fire mil res, 1904 ; La Gupiande des 
l)une% 1907; Les llbos , 1908) he sings his nativfc , 
ptovince. Of his plays, Le Clothi\ in the trans¬ 
lation of Osman Edwards, was staged, with honour ,7 
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' and glory to all concerned, by the Gaiety Theatre 
in Manchester in 1910. 

The reputation of VerhacreiVs schoolfellow, 
Georges Rodenbach (1855-98), has waned con¬ 
siderably since his death. He trails such weary 

Alexandrines as: 

* 

n Anx heures tin soirmoijie on Ton voudrait mourn*, 

Oil Von se sent le coeur trop scul, Panic* trop lasse, 

Quel rafraiclussement do so voir dans la glace." 

Verhaeren and Rodenbach were followed on the 
benches of the College’ Sainte-Barbe at Ghent by 
Charles van Lerberghe, Maurice Maeterlinck, and 
Gr£goire Le Roy. Van Lerberghe’s first work, 
Les Flaireurs (1889), is in a style which is said to 
have suggested that of Maeterlinck’s first plays. 
His comedy Pan (1906) is full of devilment. In 
his lyric verse there is no sediment; all is clear 
and rippling like a beck dancing down a hill¬ 
side in the sunshine of summer dawn. If poetry 
is music, he is a poet unparalleled, lie sings 

“Avec ties mots 
Si lruis, si virginaux, 

Avee des mots si purs, 

Qu'ils tremblcnt dans l'anu, 

Et scmblent ditu, 

Pour la premiere fois au paradis.” 
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What a gem is this poem:— 

Elio dm t dans l’ombre dos brandies, 

J’armi los ilcms dn bel ote. 

IJne Hour an soldi &o pencbe . . . 

N'osl cc pas mi eygnc cndianto * 

Elio dort doncomont et son go. 

K''-1 sem rcspjro loutument. 

\ i • son sem mi la'lleur allonge 
Sou long col lido et Viicillant. 

lit sans cpi’ollo sVn elFaiondie, 

La longue, p.'ilc Hour a mis, 

Silonoicusoinenl, sa bonche 
Autour du bean som endornu. 

“ C’e cpie nous cnscigne Charles van Lerberghe,” 
says Albert Morkel in his masterly book on his 
fi lend, “ e’est la puissance de la grace. Le charme 
de ses vers est unique,* le sentiment dont ils noUs 
peiiLtrent a une soite dc plenitude heureuse qui 
console le cieui en appelant Tame vers la clart< 5 . 
Une ondc invisible nous rafraichit, nous pacifie. . . 
Mais la foicc des plus grands peut seulese fl^chir 
a une pureille douceur, et il faut la sflrete dhin 
incompaiable artiste pour faire de la parole ecrite 
cctte chose lumincuse et imponderable qui semble 
autour de nous comme une poussi£re d'ojjpsus* 
pendue.” ^ ■ f 

It is scarcely necessary to enter into details here 
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about Maeterlinck; he needs no introduction to 
English readers. lie has only published one 
volume of lyrics, Serves Chaudes (1889), which is 
now printed with the fifteen songs he wrote later. 
In a music laden with sleep rise the faint, forced 
lijjes of a super-sensitive soul, looking through 
glass darkly at a world whose contradictions seem 
irreconcilable. Verhaerfin has characterised these 
poems asfollows: “C'ctait d ; une inattendue angoisso, 
d’une extraordinaire et mfime tiistesse, d’line plainte 
ptofonde et simple soitic de l'lnstinct scelle an fond 
de nous-memes. Cela ne s’exphquait pas, mats 
cela perforait le fond de notre ame et tiouvait sa 
justification dans tout Tinexplicablc et dans tout 
l’inconnu. L’inconscient on plutot la subconscience 
y reconnaissait son Iangage, ou plutot son balbutie- 
ment . . 

Gidgoire Le Roy has been an electrician, and is 
now Librarian of the Academic Ray ale dcs Ream- 
Arts at Brussels. He is the poet of retiospcction, 
as Maeterlinck is the poet of introspection His 
heart “pleure d’autrefois.” He is the hermit bowed 
down by silver hair, bending at eventide over the 
embeis of the past, visited by weird guests draped 
with legend. The weft of his vei se is toi n by trans¬ 
lation, cannot be grasped, it is wafted through 
shadows. 
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Max Elskamp is a poet who reminds one tha\ 
Mariolatry is Minnesong. There is no reason why 
the devout should not be edified by his poems, but 
his intention is rather to give a subtle idealization 
o^ Flemish life. Those who know Flfemish painting 
vtill easily read themselves into the enchanting 
version of Flandeis that he gives us, a Flanders how 
different to 'hat of Verhiierqn and yet how equally 
true' 

11 Et r’est ulovs im pays d’ailes 
j4uy hirondtdles, 

Elandres diia tours 
Et do naif ot bon st'jonr; 

Et e’est ulors mi pays d'ailes 
Et tout d’amour.” 

i 

Thomas Braun, Victor Kinon, and Georges 
Ramaekers are fervent Roman Catholics. Braun’s 
Livre dcs Benedictions is a beautifully printed book 
illustrated by the quaint woodcuts of his brother, 
who is a Benedictine monk. It is a thoroughly 
Flemish book, but a volume of verse which he ha? 
just published, J'ai pile le gmou (published by 
Deman), is Walloon in feeling. His •tfhet volume, 
Philatelic (Bibhoth&que dt POccident, Paris, 1910) 
is poetry for,stamp-collectors! Braun and Kinon. 
are bucolic poets, somewhat in the man^pr of the 
French poet Francis Jammes, who aitris ait 
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Compromising fidelity to natuic and the utmost 
simplicity of diction. Hut part of Kinon’s work is 
in the style of Max Elskamp, fascinating poetry 
concerning pilgrimages, 1 and thS devotional life of 
Flanders. Ramaekers, the editor of Le Caiholtque , 
is inspired “par la vision si nantc et si forte du 
B ft bant jovial, inti me, et monastique.” Lc Lhant 
des Trois R}gncs is a forest of mysticism. The 
“ Three Reigrts *' aie those of the P'athcr -= the cult 
of minerals; the Son -- of plants; the Holy (ihost — 
of Love. Some of the poems would delight an 
architect. His knowledge of paintings appeals 
equally well in his other volume of vcisc, Le* 
Saisons mystiques (Librayie modernc, Hiusscls, 
1910). 

Andre Fontainns is a symbolist of the symbolists. 
Mallarme himself could not have bctteicd the 
following exciting sonnet: 

Xjb glvre: vivre lihre cn l’iu* \v l’liivor, 

Kiimeur qiu se retrait uu regard d’uru* wire 
Oft, peut-Ctre, froiuit eplieim v l’c J> tie 
De tel vol ou d'un boullle qm 1 incim-wur. 

Le ciel grit* s'est, tanfiuv 1 .1 sui-mfme t irti'ouvert . 
N’est-ce pifs qu*y ruissclk* <111 front 11101 ne uue mitu *' 
Non 1 stuilo noblesse on mil uVlmlc 1111 titre 

1 %t lift Belgique sait rnieux (pie toute autre jouer duns Li 
paille aveeT’ontant de Bethheiii.” (Thomas Braun.) 
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A so meritir moins vil qixi lie rarnpe lc ver. 
b lieure suit Thcuu 1 encore, fiurnne n’est la seulg: 
P.uoille ,i soi, voici vemr qm lVnlinraule 
Pour brusquo n,litre d'elle et pour luourir soudain. 

Un clwirdon bleu, pa^ mCme, au siuirc, m cirse 
Olhaut, teve clu’tif ct di'daiii du jardin, 

No fut-ee qu’ime ('pine a Gen. former uu lliyrse. 

But the g i ,;at mass o{ his poetry is perfectly 
intelligible. He is a romanticist, but in a new sense; 
for whereas the old romanticists turned irom the 
sordid picsent to the motley middle ages and the 
choral pomp of Rome, Fontainas haunts the 
labyrinths of his soul, and projects his conscience 
beyond the bounds of space and time. In Fontainas, 
as in Gerardy, knights riSe through pathless forests, 
but these aie nut the knights of Spenser, The 
Faery Queen is a record of events in the outer 
world; Fontainas is a chevalier errant in the inner 
world of the spirit, and his castles are only settling- 
places for the dove of thought winging out of the 
unknown. 

lwan Gilkin and Albert Girauil are Satanists. 
Glikin’s La Nuit y “une vision terufiante des 
turpitudes humaines,” is the most interesting book 
in lidudelaire’s style since Baudelaire. He began 
it with the intention of continuing his pilgrimage 
in two following books through Purgatory and 
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Paradise; but, as he w:rrns his leaders in the 
preface to La Nutt: This is Hell ' Gilkin seems 
to have had no aptitude for Puigatoiy and 
Paradise after Hell; at all events, his following 
works have nothing to make an Englishman blush. 
Le Cerisier Fleuri (1899) is a collection of verse 
ii^the classical style; but 'Gilkin has since given 
his best work to the drama: PromMee (1899), 
Etudiants nesses (1906), Savonarolc (1906). Jonas 
(1900) is a satire predicting the conquest of Europe 
by Asia. 

Albert Giraud is undoubtedly a poet of high 
rank. His colouring is marvellous. Above .ill, 
he is a very personal po$t; one can always hear 
the beating of his hcait—“A maint cndroit le 
sentiment mal contenu cieve Penveloppc de 
s£r£nit&” 1 He is a pessimist and a Uaudclau tan. “11 
se plait,” says Desire Horrent, “a leniuer le fond 
vaseux des ames, h gouter le chainie morbide des 
volupt^s rares et raffmees.” 

.Albert Mockel is one of those veiy rare cases in 
which a good critic is at the same time a good 
poet. As a # critic a he has probably no rival except 

1 Gregoire Le Boy, Le Masi/tu’, May 1930 . 

* Propos dc httetaturr, 1894 ; J£nulr Vethdcreriy 1895 ; 
1 SUpkane Mallarmd. Un Mereiire dt* France, 

1399; Chortles mn Lerberghe, Mercure tie Fiamu^l904. 
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Remy dc Gourmont. His hall-mark is subtlety; 
but his learning, too, makes one gasp. (He might, 
no doubt, have been a piofcssoi if he had not been 
so brilliant). llis poetry is philosophy; and the 
wonderful thing is that it should be such poetry. 
It is as light as a bice/c, and like a deep river that 
show d is pebbles, lie has in pieparation a book 
of vci a La Flamme Immortelle^ which will be a 
magnificent legalization of Jus doctnne of Asfiira- 
lion . Veihacicn mterpiels the outet woild, 
Motkel the innei woild as reflected in the outer 
woild fot existence is double, form and shadow. 
jMorkel Jins wnttcn, too, a child’s story-book, 
Conte* font* lt\ enfant , d hicf , l which should not 
be given to ( hildicn. 

Paul ticr.udy is a well-known Geiman poet as 
well as a Frt m h one Ue belongs to the school 
of Stefan Geo. ge. 

C 1 

In Georges Marlow’s poetry the pi evading note 
is icfniemeiil lie has wnttcn btlJc, but what he 
li.is wnttcn is of the fust water. Some of the verse 
in his collet lion /'.line - . *\i;/ is» like Brussels 
ku e 

Alim*, tiu hi li* l't'.m troim Hitts'" 

Oil l(‘s tnii». ilt'S i i* , lir 11 cs 
1 \lI It'llt (I’lllii 1 ^ lll<’ IKHi 0, 

l\>m<|iiui luigiicr ti*s nutin.s doluntos f 

i 

Mcicuie uy L^i meu (l'JOS). 


i 
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Pnncesse trop ficdc surgie 
D'lin recueil cle miniaturo-i, 

Giacile foe mix levres pures 
Du vam prestige des magiea, 

Ta peine etiange quelle rst elle 
Pom qu’en cette on do pmiile 
Mirant ta tamionr u’t.mLiIe 
Tu songes aux Jleurs irunioi teller 

Du jaiilm vague oil les eplu lies 
Nimhes dVqmvoquts lueiu*-, 

Sm Tau tel il'or do la langueur 
Immolent Tange do leui*) lews - 

Fernand Sc\crin, who is Icctinci m Firnch 
literature at the Univeisity of (ihent, is .1 poet 
of great charm. Ills diction is apparently th.it of 
Racine, but in substance lie «s essentially modem 
“ Virgin,il ” is the epithet the T rench cutics apply 
to him, and it describes his chaste, tr.mspuicnt 
poetry veiy well. “Tout y est on nuances, mys- 
terieusement fuyantes ct fondues' 1 (Victm Kmon) 
He dreams: 

“les Ill'LlII^ plriut's d»‘ losos 

El le ccpur enlaci' dt, longs l.imr.mx de Jja.” 

He is full of languor: 

“Car mes roves sont las roiiunc do Mane ^ oiseaux 
Kn qm verso Tennui do l’.uur t t des ea . v 
Le supreme clesir de dornm sur les gi* v,<,. ,T 
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Isi-Colhn’s La ValL'e heitreu*e is full of fine 
things. In such a poem as la Mart (VQphehe 
the influence of prc-Raphaclite painting's may 
be discerned Theic is Woidsworthianism in Ins 
\eisc (especially I.c l\it>e), as thcie is in Severing, 
mu i voluntaiy absoiplmn into the outer world, 
but a p.issin , icflcdion of it m the inner being; no 
'In('i t mess.i. , but .1 statement of a state 

'I lie only poetess in our collection is Jean 
Doimimpie Resides / .///< nwnc tie* Mt? f she 
has published la Gaule lilamhe and IJAile 
Mom I It e (Meuuic de Firm re. 1003 and 1909). 
Her vrw is exquisitely feminine, shimniciing like 
shot silk, intimately peisonal, and perfect in foim 
“She not* -» the vnv shadow that loses cast on hci 
soul *' She Ii.lt wiiftcn poems which aie worthy of 
Sappho, as that w r hi* h begins 

,L I> ii.s la *liah-'ii nnu*tt( I* ti*Missi ms plmm'S 
('(■imm 1111 grand t'j't'i \ jt*r .111 \ .uli's iloconni'iiM's , 

M n- (.’** sun, I'oims'lu (I’m 1 n11 av* dans les hiiiiin^, 

Jikith urine la ten* 1 limnl>b k el d< ikumisp, 

1 >01 ini in -.'ii lu c ujii 1 dps .i ; nuts alii -. 1 ileus** .” 

Ccorgcs Kcncy’s Regasa'1 was a dell* ate steed 
with iiidesccnt blue wings when he took it out 
into the shadows, and the moonlights, and the ' 
dawns, an*, recorded its flights on excellent paper. 
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Since then it seems to have died of inanition, hut 
he himself has produced a lobust bod) of no\cb 
and ciitu.ism. 

As to S\ha»n Honmana^e, lie is a piodiy) Ur 
is twenLy-foui yeais of aye, and he Ini', wniten 
twelve books Kveiv one of lvs ln.ivs has sevn the 

A • > * 1 

ioolhyhts u Precoce a cpoi.iv an Lm le dial-Ii <\ 
t indidc a ia\ir les taints,' 1 is Albeit iiit.u.d' 
dcsci iptioii of li'in 

Uur i oilection does not t \) au^t the poctiv uf 
I'tihaps no poem we have, ^eluted ! . 1 - 
su yoo.l a chance of iinmuitality as a snatc It nl 
sony hv 1- 'on MoiUenaeken 

}j ’ \ n* osl v.unt-* 
l 11 ]ii 'i (l’.iri'*'in, 

I ML ]n LI (ll‘ li an 
Klpiiiv lionj'-ui ‘ 

* ,a t ii- 1 ■>{ In. if 
l'u |u 1 11 1! i-'-innr, 
l • 1) l>< 11 <lc 1 •" Vi' 

Ml null liuii'tiui ' 

1 . jii mu l 

A/'f f ; r^/i 
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Contemporary Belgian Poetry. 

SYLVAIN BON MARI AGE. 

1887 -. 

AUTUMN EVENING IN THE ORCHARD. 


In the monotonous orch.ud alloy glints 
The languid sun that yet is loth to have 
This unripe, fascinating ammmi eve, 

And c!r.i\s a pastel with faint, feminine tint'. 


Spite of the great gold fruits around us sinun, 
Of the last freshly-opc n< d loses, ninth 
Rut now we gatheied. spin* nl all the rich 
Odour filling Inc dusk hum hay new-mown, 


Of all the ripe, warm, naked hint thou ,it 
I covet nothing but the savour, while 
Thou best in the grass there with a miuIo, 
Tormenting with thy curious u)is my heart 



Thomas Braun. 

YOU WHOM I LOVE IN SILENCE. 

You whom T lov<, in silence, a*- I must, 

Kun had J been in olden tournament 
To shiver Lmces for jour cj’ls* content. 

Making full many i baron bite the dust. 

i it rat} cr 1 liud been that favoured page 

\\ ho trained voui hounds and Jalcons th.it he migot 
After j >u down the iu,llcy, o’er the height 
(jo gallof *ng in eager vassalage. 

T might have heard my lord solicit bliss, 

And sweat to jou his vehement promises ; 

And gone to m.i->s with you at dewy prime; 

Anil in ihc cool of evenings I, to woo 
"Die smile ot your lo\ed lip'., had sung to you 
The seciti love of ioiera of old time. 


THOMAS BRAUN. 


1876—. 


TIIE BENEDICTION OK THE NUPTIAL RING. 


Ut qui, 1"in gt \t-i -i *it /;A. tatevt. iniigtam ?/ o sponso tenens 
t« } uni no. cat itatc rr xi " 

AI MKiii 1 v God, bless row the ring of gold 
Which bride and bridcgioom shall together hold ! 
They whom fiedi water gave to You are now 
United in You by the nianuge vow. 
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The ring is of a heavy, beaten ore, 

And yet it shall not m ike the linger sore, 
But easefully be carried day and night, 
Because its secret spirit makes it light. 

Its perfect circle sinks into the skin. 

Nor hurts it, and the phalanx growing (Inn 
Under its pressure moulds itself ere long. 
Vet keeps its agile grace and •still is strong. 
So love, which m tins symbol lies, with no 
Beginning more nor crating heie beJovv, 
Shall, if You bless it, Lord, like gold resibt, 
And never show decay, nor daw, nor twist. 
And be so light, though solid, that the soul, 
A composite yet indivisible whole, 

Shall keep its tender impress to the last, 
And never know the bonds that bind it f.i-l. 


THE BENEDICTION Ob WINE. 

" Ut vimu. coy fioniih.”* In tijUtt " 

Lord, You who heard the prayei ol Your divine 
Mother, and gave \ »>ur giUits that C ana wine, 
Deign now to bless as well the vintage new, 
Which cheers the henii of those who pray to you. 
The brce7£ blew' warm upon the flowering shoot, 
And the sky coloured all the round, green fruit, 
Which, guarded from oidium and hoe, 

Thrushes, phylloxera, and from dot mice, 

Ripened as You, O Lord, would have it be. 

The tendril curled around the sapling trei,. 
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And soon die shoots bent under sun-bluc sheaves 
With which wSeptember loads the crackling leaves. 
Over the winepress sides the juice has run, 

And, heavily fermenting, cracked the tun. 

O Lord, we dedicate to You this wine, 

Wherein is pent the spinL of the Rhine; 

We vow to You the vintages of Fiance, 

Of tlu Moselle, Mack Forest, of Byzance , 

Cypru Marsala, Malaga, and Tent, 

MaliTw^, and Slum/ of iho Orient; 

That of the Gold Isles scented by the sea, 

Sherry, Tokay, Thctalassomene : 

Nectar of bishops and of kings, champagne ; 

The blue wine lrom the hill sides of Suresnes; 

The sour, white wine of Iluy ; Chateau Miygaux, 
Shipped to Your abbots world-wide from Bordeaux ; 
Oportok wine that drives the fever out, 

And gave to English statesmen rest and gout; 
Lacryrva Christi, Ch.ilcauneuf of Popes, 

Grown, O good Lord, upon Avignon’s slopes; 
Whether in s! ins or bottles; tho^e you quaff 
With ceremonul face or lips that laugh ; 

Keep them stnl clear when cobwebs round them 
grow, 

To make all world-Mtk hearts leap up and glow, 

To lighten minds that carking cares nppresi, 

And vet nut dunnurthem wth drunkenness; 

Put into them iho wgnir winch ’.usta.ns 
Mus'lcs giown flabby , and along tV veins 
Let them regenerate impoverished blood; 

And bless the pnvilcg< d pure wine and good, 

Whose common, fragile colour, still unspiced, 
Suddeii’y ceasing to be wine, O Christ, . 

Soon as tlie blest, (ransmuLing word is said, , 
Perpetuates Your blood for sinners shed. 
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THE BENEDICTION OE THE CHEESES. 

“ Dignn.it sanetificai c ham a* a tin am casti qvam e i adi/i 
ainmahum prodncere di^ fiat us as ” 

When from the void, good Lord, this earth You 
raised, 

•You made vast pasture-lands where cattle grayed, 
Where shepherds led their Hocks, and shore their 
fleeces, . • 

And scraped their hides and cut l hem into pieces, 
When they had eaten all their nohler flesh, 

Which with earth’s virgin odour still was fresh. 

O’er Ilerve’s plateaux our calth* pass, and lnowse 
The ripe grass which the mi^l of summer hows, 

And over which the scents of forests stream. 

They give us hutter, curds, and nolle, anil euam. 

God of the fields. Your cheeses bless to-day, 

For which Your thanklul propb, Lneil and pray 
Let them be fat or light, with onions blent, 

Shallots, brine, ptppir, honey ; whither ‘cent 
Of sheep or helds is in them, in llu j \aid 
Let them, good Lord, at dawn bo beaten hard ; 

And let their edges take on silvery shades 
Under the most red hards of dairymaid-. ; 

And, round and greenish, let them go to itmn 
Weighing the shepherd’s folding mantle down , 
Whether from Parma or from lura heights, 

Kneaded by august hauds of Caimebtes, 

Stamped vttth the mitre of a proud abbess, 

Flowered with the fragrance of the grass of Bressc, 
From Brie, hills of the Vosges, or Holland’s plain. 
From Roquefort, Gorgon/ol.a, or from Sp. m 1 
Bless them, good Lord * Bless Stilton’s royal fare. 
Red Cheshire, and the tearful, cream Gruyere ! 
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Iileis Kanleicaas, and Miss (he Maycnce round, 
Where aniseed and other grains are found; 

Bless JCd.im, l'ntttkces, and Gouda then, 

And those that we salute with “ Sir,*’ like men 


ISI-COLLIN. 

1878-- . 

TO Till-: MUSK. 

Skit 1 UL the rune of symbols to unravel, 

And mute avowals hearkened unawares, 

Ik lore the light from lips of flowers fares 
With chosen petals I have stiown the gravel. 

She T awaited ta.ne not to the law'n, 

And, solitary, 1 have chased all night 
The lilac’s and the lily’s breath in (light, 

And drunk it dc< ply in the brimful dawn. 

Upon the smd these flower* that I have strown 
My fu >t has crushed them down with cruel force, 
And I am kneeling nc'r the mirroring ''Oijrce, 
Where 1 have sought her mouth and kn d mine own. 

But now T know, and sing with fire renewed 
Thy hum y, and thy beauty, and thy youth 
ITernal, and I ln\e line without 111 th, 

Wh un Sappho the diune and Virgil wooed. 
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I have all odours to perfume thee here, 

And dyes for mouth and eyes, and 1 will make 
Thy looks more luminous, and deep, and cleir 
Titan the stainless azure bailing in this Like 


Come with thy too red lips ami painted eyes r 
• My senses wait for diet in lhc i e blight bowers, 
Where they ate flowenng wi.h (hi mwI of liowi'i 
O mother of fables and lyric be , 

O courtesan 1 Come win ri tin t a nlmv- w a l , 
Lie by the water, I would have due bare, 

With nothing luund dime ample shoulder-. su« 

All the "imS gold sibratini' in ihy liair. 


A DRKAM 

DRFAM of the far hours win n 
We were exiled beyond die pile 
Of our happiness ; diuw ug un 
Over our love that .uiuliu veil 


Offer your lips to the evening breeze 

That iings among the branches and passes, 

Lay back your head on my knees, 

Where the river the w illow glasses. 

Rest in my hands your hi ad 

Tired with the weight of the autumn in its tresses red, 
And dream 1 
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(A falmlou>. sunset Meeds 
In the calm water wherein, 

Among the* iced*. 

Our double shadow gmws tlun, 

Ilathed in the sun'et’s reil, 

And the radiant gold of your head.) 

Dream of your \ irgin.il spirit’s plight, 

When I -oened your roh^ in our wedding night. 

(The noise of a \\ing t that lags 
Dies in the waterilngs 

And the shadows which descend 
With the afterglow, 

k i 

Mysterious and slow, 

Stay on the bank and o’er the waters hend 
Their faces of silence.) 

Dream of our love, of our iuy , 

And m the shadow' sing them low; 

At the rim of jour naked lips 
My \oicc shall ambush your voice. 

(The moonbeams slow and while 
Linger nn the forest tops, 

Fall and glide on the river they hght, 

And now a veil of ini bailee drops 
On ouj protecting willow'. . . .) 

Dream, this is the hour < fsnow. 
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JEAN DOMINIQUE 

1873- 

THOU WHOM THE SUMMER CROSSES, AS 

A I AWN. 

• 

Thou whom the sutnmei crosses, as a fawn, 

Red m ihe sun, through*forest alleys springs, 

My soul with the deep shadows round ihee drawn, 
Hast thou not seen the sad, blonde swarm of lues 
Pass hanging on the eddies of the breeze, 

Bearing on millions of exiguous wings 
A little motionless and gilded tuict n ? . . . 

1 

Hast thou not felt the orphan grace that stalls 
To life with life in any beast, and glows, 

Tormented wilh eneb mlmcnt, in the limits 
Of delicate lawns and simple • yes of ducs ? . . 

My sylvan soul, so full of nexK and warm. 
Remembering thy flown birds with pangs bow keen, 
Shalt thou not ever, in parched summer's breath. 
Hang like a humming lieait and keep the swarm 
Of gilded bees bearing their golden queen 
Upon thine orphan heart 11101 ■ • sad than death? . . . 

And slialt thou ever of ecstatic nights, 

And of thttroyal Summer crossing earth, 

Know blit the printed foot in amorous fhgbls 
Of the red fawn, and shadow-dappled iim'id . 

Sbul whom the Winter too shall cross ere long. 

And, after, Passion’s Spring as bindweeds strong, 
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More sad than death shalt thou nnt eser seize 
This little orphan, golden rpicrn, in state 
Horne round the world upon the eddying l>reeze 
Jly many a thousand longings that vibrate? . . . 


TJIE LEGEND OF SAINT URSULA. 

I\unted by Carpcurio. 

Till" slender Ursula lias decked her hair, 

And her pale visage, anti her trailing gown 
With odoious collars and with shining pearls ; 
Her tapering hand the precious burden holds 
Or j. sheaf ut delicately broken I olds ; 

Her fragile temple bears the >enl of God. 


Tnerc comes to meet her, o’er lFie port's green wave 
A gallant pagan prince cl.ul with gold hair, 

And grace and love, and loveliness suave. 

The maiden and the youth have mouths so grave, 
That in the sleeping air on the lagoon 
Aheady secMii the harps of death to swoon. . . . 


Ursula, virgin, humble as blonde thatch, 

Is earnest, and in costly laiment sliaight, 

And like a kingdom taketh her the prince . . . 
lJut she ahead} knows love there is none * 

i 

Rut she already knows another youth, 

The fairest archer ol a lordly race, 

Awaits her at another ocean's rim 

To free her sovran soul to fly to God. . . . 



Jean Dominique. it 

And yet she comcth, with her exquisite neck 
Beaten by tresses garlanded with pearls. 

And the golden youth who loves her with sail clicrr 
Hearkens approaching nigh his trembling hc/ut. 
Following her silent step, a host of wings 1 . 


THE SOUL’S rROMISE. 

If you can see my soul within my ejes, 

I will be softer Ilian a bed of down 
For your fatigue to sigh in and to swoon ; 

I will be kinder to you and more sweet 
Than after viun adicux returning soon. 

And tenderer than a shy bedimmed with doves 1 


Ah ! if you feel my heart iiso in my eyes, 
lake the sick perfume nt the autumn rose, 

If you will enter on my spirit's waste, 

Upon whose stones no fool but yoms di.il] sound 
If you will love my visions and my vow^, 

I will be more your km than all your own ' 

Upon my soul’s wild thyme and moss, and on 
Its bare stones where I lie *un is ivont to dance, 
And in its wind with lire ami solace laden, 

In the whole desert of my crimson lme, 

I will immerse you m my honeycombs. 

Ah ! can you gaze into my blinding soul. 

And know my heart has leapt into my < yes. 

As the sling sends after the singing bird 
A stone at the mysterious welkin thrown J 
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If you will scan the desert of mine eyes, 

O you will see what suflering immense. 

And what \ost joy and silence how divine, 
When, from my soul's height I shall bear yon at, 
We shall feel rise in us the* wondrous wave 
Of scents of roses and the falling night! . . . 


A SEC]? ET. 

I u ill put my two hands on my mouth, to hush 
The words that, when I sec you, to it rush. 

I will put my two hands on mine eyes, lest you 
Should in them find what I were fain you knew* 

I will put them on my bosom, to conceal 

That which might <*L*em the desperate heart’s appeal 

And I will put them gently into yours. 

My two hands sick with grid that long endures. . . 

And they shall come full of their tenderness. 

Most silently, and even with no caress, 

With the whole burden uf a seuet hioken, 

Of which my mouth, eye-*, heart had gladly spoken. 

Tired of bring empty they 1-■ you shall come. 

Heavy with sadness sad with being dumb; 

So desolate, discouraged, pale and frail, 

That you may bend, perhaps, and see they ail t,. 
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MAX ELSKAMP. 

1862- 

OF EVENING. 

AT. I, at the hcait of a far domain. 

With those to whom o ir hearts do strain, 
My Truclove weeps ftn me, distraught 
By my. death the week his wrought. 

My heart's Beloved gneveth sore. 

And plunges her two hands like flowLrs 
Into her eyes whose sorrow showers. 

My heart’s Beloved gneveth sore 


All at the hear! of a fir domain. 

Unto her feet her skates she tie-,, 
Feeling that in hoi hcait is ice. 

Far unto me her mod feet strain : 

My Truclosc hangs to the ('1 m pci paiu, 
That gazes over all the plain. 

With rings, and salt, and dry bread, my 
Wretched soul that will not die. 

All at the heart of a fnr domain. 

My Tiuelove never will weep again 
The festivals the seasons bring, 

With family rings on fingers twain : 

My Love has seen me promising. 

Like a saint, to spirits pure 
A Sunday that shall aye rndme, 

And all at the heait of .1 far domain. 
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FULL OT’ CRACK. 


And Jesus all tu'.y. 

And the earth all blue, 

Mary of grace, in yout round hands upcurled, 
As nvght two fruits be. Jesus and the world,. 
And ,< ^us all rosy. 

And tli earth all blue. 


And Jesus, and Mary, 

And Joseph the spouse, 

For all my hie I place my trust 111 you, 
A", they in IlriUany and childhood do, 
And Joseph the '.police. 

And Jesus and Mur). 


Then Lv;vpt i<-o T 
The (light and Herod, 

My old soul and my feet that tremble, seeing 
Towards the distant places ambling, fleeing, 
And the ass and Ilerod, 

And Egypt too. 


Now, Jesus all gulden. 

Juke ''lutucs of Christ, 

C .Mary, in your hands Jiat hold the swotd. 
Over my town whereon your tears are poured, 
Jesus mure golden 
In yenu arms and Chiiat. 
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FULL OF GRACK. 

Now more and more, fain were my lips 
Your inexhaustible Grace to say, 

O Mary, at the sailing-day 
Of bowsprits and of all my ships 


Unto the islands of^lie sea, 

Where went my merchandize of old, 
By winds on other oceans rolled 
From isle to island of the sea. 


Bat I have donned the broken shoe* 

Of those who dwell on land, and sprcnl 
My tongue with ash of discontent 
Because my memory seems (o lose 

The sounding Psalm that sang You Hail, 
Who decked my prows m gold attnc. 
When in Your hand* the sheets were fire, 
The sun a spreading peacock’* lad. 


Now be it so, since m me stays 
Salvation that the sails possi ss 
Under the wind the stars cares* 

Of far beyond and other days, 

w 

And let it be Your self-same Grace 
In this to-day of broken slioon, 

The same sky, and the same round moon 
As when I sailed, O Rich in Grace. 
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COMIORTLR OI' THE Al’tLlCTED. 

Infi I ai u souls 'lit known to me, 

In houses nj poor bodies pent. 

And sick to <j< ith with discontent, 

Iridiablc so ids ite 1 nnwn to nu * 

Xnu\ii to me ire poor Chnslmas tjes, 

S nng out thtir little lights 
A 1 , *iyeis go ghminf'iing through the nights, 
Know to n e an poor Christmas tyes 

'Weeping w itli c noting the sky 

Into thur hands with misery meek; 

Vnd feet th it stumble as they stek 
1 i pilgrim lge the radianL sky. 

\nd then poor hungers to > I know, 

Poor hungers ot p >or li t th upon 
Lmves hiked m bundled years agonc; 

\nd then j o u thnsts I also know; 

\n 1 unint n ucet mrlJ iblv, J 

Wh ) in poi r, piteous bodies dwell, 

An I very hmdsumc nica a.s well, 
but wh > ir<_ sick is women bd. 


COM] OKI I KOI Till, \I FLlCTlSD. 

V ' 

\ \\ mtei give nc his hand to hold, 

I holu In-, hmd, 1 i band is cold; 

\n 1 in my lu id, afar oh, b’^uc 
Old suimnus m then "lek dog-days; 
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And in slow whiteness there arise 
Pale shimmering tents deep in my eyes ; 

And Sicilies are in them, rows 
„ Of islauds, archipelagos. 

1 

„ It is a voyage round about, 

Too swift to drive my fever out, 

To all the countries where you die, 

Sailing the seas as years go by. 

And all the while the tempest bcaK 
Upon the ships of my white sheets. 

That surge with starlight on them shed, 

And all their swelling sails outspread. 

I taste upon my lips the salt 
Of ocean, like the hitter malt 

■ Drunk in the land’s last orgy, when 
Prom, the taverns reel the men ; 

And now I see that land I know 
It is a land of endless snow , 

MakC|lthou the snow less hard to bear, 

O Mary of good covcimgs, there. 

And less like hares my fingers run 
O'er my white sheets that fever spun 
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COM PORTER OF THE AFFLICTED. 

% 

I J’Ray too much for ills of mine, 

C) Mary, others suffer keen, 

Witness the little trees of green 
End where our altar candles .shine ; ^ 

> r all the joys of keimcsse days* 

\nd all the ioads*lhal thither wend x 
Arc full of cupplca without end, 
lly night arc all tlic kermesse ways. 

i 

And then the season grows too chill 
For thtso consumptive steeds of wood, 
Although the drunken organ should, 
Alone, keep its illusions still. 

Poorer than I have more endured; 
Despairing of their hands and feet, 

Poor folks that cough and nothing eat, 
People too aged to be cured, • 

i 

Willi ulcer 1 ; wherein winter smarts, 

O Virgin, meekly, turn by turn, 

They come to You and candles btyfn. 

All in a nook of silvered hearts. * 


COMFORTER Oh T1IE AFFLICTED. 

r ■' 

* . 

Now is the legend revealed. 

And my cities also are healed, - - , 
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Consoled till they love each othei, 

Lake a child that has wept, by its mother. 

In the things mysterious all 
",Of altars processional, 

And now all my country is diglil 
With dahlias and lilies white, 

* 

Your candles to glorify 
Mary, ere May passes by. 

Lo ! endless the pleasuic is, 

May returned, and maladies 

Borne to horizons blue, 

On vessels simple and true, 

Far away, on the sea so far 
Hardly seen, or like do(s they arc 

Now, under trees, the lime glides 
In the street where my life .ibidem ; 

* i 

Mary of meek workers, t-teep 

In the: May-wood my head in Lhe sleep 


Andtthe rest that my good tools have earned 
Sound mind in a sound body urned, 

* 

In a Mary-monLh more splendid. 

Because all my task is ended. 
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TO THE EVES. 

Now, sky of azure 
On houses rosy, 

Like a child of Handers preach 
I'he simple religion I (each, 
Lik" a sky of azure 
On house* ro^ ; 


Lr» t lo the vexed 

I bring these roses, v 4 

When Llieir meiuoiy to the islands reaches ^ 1 
1 lie voices that my gospel preaches, V f 
Like the gladsome text 
A child’s talk glozcs. 


^ ou people happy 
With very liLtle: 

You worm n ami men of my city, 
And ol all my moments of pity, 
He happy 
With very little; 


Lor letters blue 
On pages * . 

This is all the book that I lead you. 
Unto youi plcasaunce to lead yon. 

In a country blue 
Houses rosy. 
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TO THE MOUTH. 

FOR, you my brothers and sisters, 

.. With me in my baik you shall go. 

And my cousins, the fishers, shall show 
Where the fin of the shoaled fishes glisters, 

Whose tides the bow-nets heap, 

Till the basket^cry out, days anil days, 
Darkening the blue ocean’s face, 

As in a path crowded sheep. 

You shall see my nets all swell, 

And St. Teter helping the lishes 
Which for the Fridays he wishes, 

Sole, flounder, mackerel. 

And St. John the Evangelist 

Lending a hand with the sheets. 

At the low ebb of autumn heals, 

When haddocks come, says the mist. 

And our women with tucked-up sleeves. 
Like banquets oil your tables; 

And miracles, and fables 
To toll* in the holy eves. 

* 

FOR THE EAR. 

■ % 

. • 

THEN nearer and nearer yet 
To\the sea in a golden fret. 

Oh the dikes where the houses end, 

The trees to the sea-breeze that bencl; 
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With their baptismal names anchored here, 
In the rivers to which they .ire dear. 

The vessels my harbour loves best, 
Clustered, a choir, at I heir rest. 

^Jow in thur festivity, 

* -.iluie j ou, Anna-^lai it y 

Who seem in jour while sails to bear 
Chetubs that Hit through the air ; 

* 

\nd with joy *hat I scarcely can speak 
I sol you again, 

You with no shrouds on jour mast, 

Safe returned from lev land at last. 

Put noi", like Gahncfl c, sing 
\ our new sails smooth as a wing, 

Ami weep no mme, AhttLh'iney 

For your nets you have lost on the main, 

Sinte all are pardoned i vpn 
The wind, Jm 1 isses given. 

So that in kisses md glee 
1 liesu visiting b Hows may be 

Content with tlie homage they pay, 

High the sea to sing the May. 
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TO-DAY IS THE DAY OE REST, THE 

SABBATH. 

To-day is the day of rest, the Sabbath, 

A morning of sunshines and id bees, 

And of birds in the garden nee'*. 

To-day is the day of rc->t, the Sabbath; 

•w 

The children are in*thcii white dresse*.. 

Towns are gleaming ilnuugh I lie a/ure hi.e, 
This is Flanders with poplar-shaded \vi)s, 

And the sea the )clhm tlimes caresses. 

i 

To-day is the day of all the angels • 

Michael with hi-. '.willow, twitti npg, 
Gabriel with lu-> wingi all glittering, 

To-day is the day of all ’he angels; 

Then, people lime with happy fires, 

All the people of my country, who 
Departed one by one, lw> by iwo, 

To look at life in blue distant place'.; 

To-day is the day oi test, tin. Sabbath 
The miller is sleeping in ih< mill -- 

To-day is the dav of rest, lhe S.ibbalh, 

And my song shall now be still. 


MARY, SITED YOUR HAIR. 

Mary, shed Your hair, for lo 1 
Here the a/ure cherubs blow, 
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Anil [t’Niis wakes upon Your breast 
U lu re lJi-) rosy fingers rest ; 

And golden ang* N lay their chins 
Upon tin ir biiallung violins. 

Now morning in the mead-. is tureen. 
And, Mary, look it Hfe s demesne : 

T [ow infinitely it iitnvs, 

i mm the Ion sis and the s,tiearns 

'I n roofs that cluster like an isle ; 

And, Miry, see Your cities smile 

I hippy as any i Inhl at play, 

While lri"n spues arid steeples they 

1'reclaim the simple Gospel peace 
With llieir showering melodies 

From tin cold dawn to the sunset sky. 
Green u, Mary oi Houses, by 

The men of Handers loving still 
The brown, centennial earth they till. 

And sing nmv, all y, merry men 
\\ ho pluiig 1 ' he glob*, sing once again 

Youi Hander. weet to larks tliat sing 
W itli t ;I ukon ■ voices concerting. 

And sul afar, ye ships that glass 
^ our 11 igs m billows green as grass. 
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For Jesus holds I Its hands abuse, 
Maiy, tins feslnal of low 

Made by the sky hu Murmur's birl 
With silk and \clvt_t co'eunc; tail 


AND MARV Rl’ADS A COSH.L-P\(,F 

AND Mary read 1 ! i i io-| * I \ agi, 

With folded 1 1 >i 111 1 ip i ik m 1< lit liorr-'. 

And Mary umiL .> Cos| I-p m. 

Where the meadow si. ms v i ll ihiwei 

And all the flowii’- find d <r tin* giound 
In the far eniei dd ol the grts-., 

Tell her liow -wes t i ’ife th*_y pus. 

With simple ayouU ol duiri! louml 

And now the mgeN i:i il tloul, 

And the bir'!-, ton pi < h uus < • i 7 

While the hearts gia 'i, with foreheids bowed, 
The plants of st i nu t Idossiiming; 

And Mary reads a On'.pO pige, 

The pealing b mi r 'K nu'i'nais, 

Forgets the tmn , and ill tin \e im, 

For Mary reads a Co pel pnm , 

• 

And masons building citn ^ go 
Homeward m the evening in um, 

And, cocks of gold on belliy lout : i , 

Clouds and buv/e-. pass and blow 
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and winrnikk in <,ua\ ou in black 

COI’K 

V\n wlu.'.! 1 ' r m jjt.iv or m I .Lick cope,-- 

Spider o( Iiil i m*, Mind hope,— 

v .nolo, } i* roofs, and * ildes swell 
' 1 (1 1 nu II s * In nmullv fJidi’i'l.ililc ; 

And wink liu ki!t lien -ennke upcurls, 

Ki and kiss, } oil l)o) s end jmiIs ! 

Ni^hl, 11ic' wuintn, wlnn* they sit, 

( mi nti lull ;er 11* fi• kmf , 

Now, like Ii»vi.i<j , linking, 

A\oik \- done ind skep is blinking, 

A-. Inlm nu pious ‘.puds drips, 

All U uJ.’l c)k ill pr.iymi' lips, 

\iul si r iv (o hi i'*'-., tn m inkind beds 
Oi Milm foi i Irur wemy Ik ids. 

(lood-i I'dil 1 oid i’it'll 1 vi women cross 

t 

Arms on \ulii ils, or In, n's tli \L Loss. 

Ao'l in your dieriM . of white or .»lf,e, 

ServiUd-. in .ir tin Ouldren }ou ; 

A • jn.Uk now .ill >onr hl«\ you l ices, 

MdL, .in 1 rooK, .mil Itumk-., and leas, 
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Ami rest you toiler. all, I it tween 
1 he woollen soft, I he Inn 11 den., 

And Christs forgotten m the cuM, 
And Al.igd.denes within ‘he fold, 

And Heaven f.u .is see :he < ye, 
At the four corners <>l tin. 1 y 


Andre fontainas 

1865 - * 

11 ids \nccr 

O VOif.13 vibrating hut lh« of birds, 

O trail, soiioKUs vnit <. v hen in .ipwill. 

Laughter mmo luighl tln.i mm ol wedding hells, 
I listen to her voice m.ne ih.ui In 1 won 1 * 

Soul of old rcbf c^, s f .nif of h mji 1 d fund . 

Wrthm her voice \our sfih mllict nm i'ulh , 

Rli&ses of love sum, 111< i. nl \ i^d U ll , 

K.iss*snatched b> I'p.ih i -wit! hp-»iiiui low mh. 

Her voice is sweet m .s f■ r <!. 1 ce du im >, ilie sc t m 
Of iris ^cinnamon, and mien-a* Mini, 

A music drunk, i loldt d mountain s ( ahn : 

Jt is within me nnde of living sun. 

Of luminous pride and iliyllmis verm. 1 >n : 

It is the purest, the most daz/ling psdhu. 
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COrilKTUA. 

\V11 h right arm on llu open (iscmcnt rim, 

The negro King Cophehia, n\ ith ‘-ad mien, 

And eyes th a do not s»'l, IouIcs.it the green 
Ammonal ocean i dim ; undei him 

Ujs ,■ Ie-.s drcim goe-, wandering without goal; 
lit not erne who woiifn lu* passion's slave; 

Ai d no remoi e, 1101 memory from Us grave • 
May hmnl the Irisine of hiempty squI. 

He does not hear the melancholy chaunt 

Of mrls who beg before him, hollow, gaunt 

With fading, coughing in the mellow *un, 

* 

And unaware", he knows not how it came, 

1 le h i Is wiiliin Ins hank in d lieai I .i flame. 

And bum, lusi>csatthi iyo of the youngest one. 


1)1 SIRl'S. 

\Vi j A r does she dicain, lost m her hair's cqggade, 

Th* hmely child with downing hands as wan 
As g ndamb j-aU - 1 Of the plan . of daysugonc 
With [ .ol, ol v.aai h 1 e wheic '■-h rt < !i lyCil 

■* 

On paths of chance her mds with iloweis arrayed, 
And where .UiHs welcomed hei ? -And never shone 
As mm lut r)cs Iili jewils braided on 
lb i gown-* ol gold and jmiple and brocade. 
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But she sees nothing round her In the room 
Amber and aromatics melt the gloom, 

The dusk’s hot odmu through the window stre.iim ; 

As heavy as an opal’s changing hres. 

Sigh in the evening mist mid die dcMic^., 

While naked at her elass t In maiden drcnns 


ADVV’XTr KK 

UNDTtfi the cli,fiK m ->t ruhng peai 1 ^ 

And sapphires in tin ir <pu .n <d gold, 

In yellow hair that imdida'ingly miltiils 
Over her shouldeis -dow md cold, 

And purple cloak cKultm • will 1 brocade, 

The Princess ot th* Mai oi 1 Games ami Joy" 

And ill the jiibdaiit 1101 c_ 

Rivers ot lightning il mu' i nrnlk 1 , 

And the rich purple touts sheds it, delight. 
And twi-stt. it-. iu>tl:rg li> in the in dit 

P ► 

The £ruiccvi of tin ,\I mm Joy*. 

Rifts Zti a dawn of .imethy-i i 
Her tundel visage th d irmre 1 Lilly .u In 
Than gloamings on tlu 1 m u [ u.i «»£ I iki 
With lingering smile upon In i lip in lut r 
And casts a call into tin evening nmis 
t 

In spite of omens t rug it d, 

AIL they who wan upon In » i mne 
To lawns where sisirum, lift, iml dm i 
To revelry and dancing call 
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O Kiru" ' like inouihimr nui inerrv-inikin' ‘ 

» I ^ S' 

Out -it <mi .irms llmu 1j 1-.1 111 ) all exiled. 

And hy nui art n ) more hej;ui T ed l 

()ur hearts Ini ttm ,11 e ai liin^ l 
r I hou linsl Ik'd, Ik u hist ik'd. 

And in lii». iiodu I 1 i-.i my h* ad, 

A r ' l rail Ini tin i* \Mili ^ >1 md Ij-mipi mie ! 

]'.mL st II 0111 lest n nl» di.dl be iorsnkui, 

Tut ni >Uri u" from nm limits sh.ill nut be taken, 

My 1 1 n l 1 fu’rnmu ® 

Shall u’u v 1 mldi u \ 1 1 \ t I tresse ■. qhde ; 

My lie ivy .ini' .li dl mvermote thy neck enlace 
In | 11, nm.nc .'min in. 

Kit li \m‘ 1 i [In jewel of the ItiacelLls of my pride f 

1 amidol 1 and rourdtlay, 

And I lie mad muicjs <>( pride, 

Jn sudden wa< is our lln tlneshuM elnle, 

\nd through the chamhus sway 

I'll ou Tuv^r sliul iiUnii fioin unknown lands, 

O Imp-; ’ i’lie s. ■ ] Ait* n lalhn from thy hands, 

'1 he ! 1 .lu'h that lulled lint in 1E-> l.i]> 

Mr lull n (mm ihy pruu I, yumm yenii their sap, 

Now ail tlu hi i r' j * si 11 * ■ ihusliuUk Jar forlorn 

()l my U in.-> and advuil liil » 1 ininp, thee 

Wm it* moil'' 1 11 . 11 until beneath the twilled tree; 

('hunt 1 l md the pilih s unuum 

Shall 1 -. ■ li tlu a 1 1 re wh re thou thy way wouldst yropc 
And ihnii shall nevermine have my <..r- 
l'o '.u.itlii Jiee min liipp*, 'leetlle'.sness 
Of hie, aiul pu ds * f immi' d hope. 

O mme h, k, ere it he (do late 1 
At evening come unto the Jo>s that w lit, 
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(Tome to the dancing and to My l'mif is , 

Who cradled Mice uiLh kis'i> and \\ u h tiiukrnis'*, 
And sweet refrains of songs 

Come to thy crown and sa plre, and ih»_ throngs 
Of them that love line, and tin mi umy 
Of thine ancestors shall hung h ick io i in r 
Forgetfulness of mad nd\i mme. \ 1 th. Lns 
Of her wh ) thy lVimc^ and * i i- 


J i V, uv 

I low vain *uo son ■ i 1 Cm i Ik y in amMiiIk h-pivi 
To your ecstatic tjes of nunc ill. i swim ' 

The noblest song ol man no bi'-mu 'im, 

Weak are sonorous wniJ . Imi < >■ .i|iicr >i 
Are ye, glanccb ot amber mvi m iiu , 

Lips you, and clinging kis^c-. ' -m in hh 
That in my soul are sa>u hn.g ’ \cii lli o <1 m 
Leap out of longing, I i. 1 And you luii 
Of virgin gold I hat glints Ido n- uinLiy '•mi*. 1 
And marble whitem ^ when , i.! <. I u.i, jun 
Your wild blood, simw and 'u -/iti ' - 

If - i< 1M 

Your slave for ever, a I jour if et 1 die 
In sleepful spasms lh.it the senses c 1«, 

And the slow kinguni id liu l.Mid |<>\ , 

Mad with jour velvet i .uni w im n ib -h 
That holds my soul and body m ns me h , 

1 love you, I^im pomed nut u \ >m leu. 

Your hands are with lascivious j ismuie aw . t 
Your beauty blooms lot me r i i my mill e 
I feel your life blowing upon m> hue, 

And enteiing into me ’ Your blindnm cm 
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Thiill mo with lupiuro-. of ili.it Kirudi c 

Whose luhics hlet d, wlui'i* yellow lojn/ts 

Sloop in llie 1 Kith of sensualita 

Ami u lie to thi l’lnilK *■ ^ lion/uns In k 

Our Ill'll <*f lu\»ui' "Ulotl ioiiri ‘1 mill ptidc. 

I love tine, tliowdi 'ii» Ki'-.ts of th\ teeth, 

■ Himi’i' to 1 >it< in tl n 10(1 villi ’i 
H avcth' illiiii nl knm ms that end i\' 

Widi lu\ \ •'Will and ciuolly suave 
Through i tini - from your ni*ve Orient swirn 
111011.11111 .no o\ r ik acciul I ilms lho slim 
Swniis nf pirn umi uiuli in (lion nddeiintj 
Ami s il)l!c tin's of muov, aiid on thi lr win$j 
Hear mo towards ilio hope jour bright eyes beam. 

Now kl ini lie upon jour br- ads and dream 

>ny nothing ' 11! u-. hip in om blue bower 

1 1 ’niLr tin itd'i d plo oiiu s of the hour, 

l’y 1 lie ni^bt -' ti uiijud lorj or lulled and Kissed 

Ain uiy yon fu dawn o| umlhjsi 

lije, tlie deep I’ 'inns, oid 1 lie, moon at rest 

Upon hei oft i! ii'J i iislmii.s h Uh i arcsscd 

With lr-uml lii'lii 'he tort ,l\ idle tinnee, 

And '.larr^d the v.uam with ejes th.it rdearri and glance 1 

And now Liu d.i\vn is m, om pillow- -hide 
\ouriji_s - I diivci - t 1 'e > ai o ha^uid, wide ! 1 

' 1 \-b(’Ai r. 

liN’D! [. bi .ilt m' poiueti I calm sea-caits,^ 
lit ivy mill d i and t 1 mo i s fit hit lupoid, 

In I Ik occult, dow dinbin ; ol m > w.ivi v 
Aiming 'u aU;a in proud blooms unfold 
I'tie cups of pink n( sikiit -u iidcr ijadiolcs . . . 
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The mystery wherein dies the rhythm nf tin waits 
111 gleams of kisses long ami i aim unrolls, 

And the red cmal whcicon writhes the alga cold 

Stretches out amis that bleed with c dm downs, iml 
beholds 

[ts gleams reflected in the red uf w i\( - 

Now here you stand in gardens ihnveo'd with alga i old 
la the nocturnal, disUn fcsoui; of u.a's, 

Queen whose calm, pen-uw lool ' ir< gl menus gladjole* 
Raising above the waits then !i ;hi tilled howb, 
Among the alga on the Cwr.il whoe the oc- an i»dI 


A PROPITIOUS MKIM'IV, 

Puorjlious dawn smile* i n him wandi ring 
And fretful m the i vil h u* t det ps ; 
l’lie heavy mgln’s lonm butt r rnmoiii deep*. 

The sun’s clear m ng m ik( s tin* hou/<m nng 

The scent of sagi ,iml th)in» is.it a ding 
Unto Ilia jaded &cn»< tbe wind ill u sm « p- 
The blue sea round tin- piomoiiimy -u< j - 

Freshens with hope hi-. I ite s piund blos^'inii'g 

The glory of'joy into his soul h timi~, 

And his heroic (beam leaps up and bums 
ttven actin'' dawn’s far ilimg via mill 1 n. 

And loJ at the limi/ 011 , \u> ralm, 

Pacing their steed-, ami holding nut thijr pahn, 
The Kings he deemed dead marching in the mh> 
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I Ml, HOURS 

Mil tn nn* IKuir ili ii w1.1 j's 
Aiidl'n ^ "in,}; hour im) vuli sum, 

II imi illi • ]■*' mr ( rei_p-. ( 

J Ihimi .il'i i J*ou’s nut 
Alum; the n\Li lunk'*. 

\ 

.'Ins i jii hour ol dawn tJi d \ ipuur cloaks. 
\ .iiioi r ’ liiur.d, -li it w.iuld seem, 

Mn d Vi .u r<'A lln, '-Irmih. 

Khulnw lolluw < -.Ii uUm, llu* misL chukcs 
Tin water ’ll! spy .i'. i imut’s, 

A 1 U'4 s'lldki 

And i'i i 1 ^ iK Ihtiv), cii.un, 

And ii , tr..m 

Ol 'dlOill'kl lun! , 

Walii iii lMiii k 
Aloii i hidden L 11 n \ 

i 

l’o\\ i' li tin 1 .iri lit hh'.u 
Win n now tiny disapi'i.11 

Likv. sudden palin', ol ”uln, 

’I liu c -.iinIn inn <;IhIl 
'r > w In ri tin* w ihr. bide, 

Ann dl ,d" * the r.\ 1 in Uit' culd 

r i/< ii .n; u i >- • ;un, 

\\ ii h .ill its j ■' 

( )i Ini! and in 'i 

A w.d.unii'* u ; ie rjuivt ring, • mnoon s>un. 

I he lioiu i riling i .i d 11 nt with mil til, 
Ih.atiMii » mules down <m the earth, 
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O festival of light 1 

Here is life lliat smile* upon it*, toil, 

And Willi high forehead in,ikes Pie night recoil 
Towards the sun in he.iv'-ns hub'll 
With strength and with delight 

Life quLkcns on faces 
Mad ami fer\tnl n > 

To live 1 is when the ho#Moo-' iu< * 

And swells the hieist. 

And makes the words lean mil ’ i ic.'d> du i’«; ' 
Life is in be alone ami '.'n." , 

And master of one's laic 1 
Ye floods ol pmple pom in • ‘ ■ e, 

Ripen the mom, mil ioii m. t. , ! luod al*>ng ’ 

The w ise 

Have never lived ard d<> no* ki »u wh >t jujs 
Are in mad bailie, tarn e;< ai d gii.il mn^, 
When courage wuh icuu.igc via-- 
The wise 

Are Ihey who ulien ihe < mii'iir-, t u i'hv^ on to 
ICxile themselves (mm ih“ h iiival ol hgh 1 
Weeping its teats of pmud gold .1.1 ’1 i nvn 
O*oi the lamp-ht bo«>\ lo shivei. 

To live 

Ts belter, and to ring mu ’s li* ■ I 
On the floor ofa palace wuii 1^ tiunsoiud steel, 
Or underneath a charge i’s houK t<> lit id 
The grass uf # ruads ilown Imddi n l y the i gilne 
Foe who has d>ed them rid. 

But llie young hour gaj uj'h sun. 

The liimg hour ih.u weep-. 
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Hour after hour creeps 
Hours after horns rim 
Along Lhe river banks. 

Now cooler are noon’s beams, 

O dreams reposed with languor and with ease, 
Tli2 waters creep, 

O calm c ri ams 1 

Upon tin noss in shade off'hn? and alder-trees 
The peat“I 1 fishers sleep; 

A long Lliiv_.id swims upon lhe d>ing stream. 

In the foliage never n shiver, 

The Min darts never a beam. 

All is dumb. 

The earth around, the meadows and the river, 
And the air with sunshine numb. 

And the foiest with its leafy houses. 

Everywhere .ill action drowses, 

And ihe earth hesitates with indecision, 

A smoker’? vague vision 

r 

The only wisdom is to live 
The hours of the river, sleeping on its slopes. 
Why should we madly Jollow fugitive 
Inclement pride and crumbling hopes 
Along the precipices of the heavy night. 

That swallows up all ruined light ? 

No ! to live 

Is Lo follow all the river’? turning'*. 

Sailing one’s life with dreams and year^mgs,' 
With prow set to the Onei t of oblivion. 

To conquer all the sea and all the isles that smile 
That no discoverer will ever set foot on '* 

Save he vvno kept desire a virgin, all the while, 

O dream ! 
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The young hour gay with sun. 
The tiring hour llint weeps, 
Pfour afler hour creeps, 

.Hours after hours run. 

Along the river banks. 


AWAKE ' 


Awake r 

It is a joy among hibernal hours 
To plunge into the pane the hoar-frost flow't'rs; 
Behold : the petals glitlenng on the pane 
,Opcn their wing** that dieam would follow fain. 

Awake, and revel in the dawn’s pure joys, 

And smile upon the time the sun becalms - 
In the bright garden, save in dream, no noi->e 
But a long imagined shivering, O palms ' 

' Come, and behold my love, as e\cr of old, 
Make the vast silence flower lit by thy glance, 
Glad with its peaceful [unions to enfold 
Our passion soothed with rich remembrance 

LIVE IS CALM 


Life is calm, 

Even as this evening of sweet summei, now 
The.bird is silent on the bough, 

That bends above the rivei, 

WhOse reeds no longer quiver; 

And the pacific night and wise 

Sleeps 'without a shudder under cloudlet skies 
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Life is calm ■ 

It is your fare, O sister dear, 

At happiness scarce smiling here. 

Life is your face, dear sister, 

So calm ; 

As life is and your happiness. 

Your face is cloudlet, calm, and passionless. 

Even l T 1 river hushes f 

lietwee.. 'ts banlcs, among its lushes ; 

One by ' ae fall flowers ; 

Silent, gentle eventide. 

Life is calm where waters glide ; 

Iiy waters where the happiness that lies 
Smiling, sister, in the tender Hashing of your eyes, 
Is wondering at the waters, and the evenings, and 
the hours. 


FRONTISPIECE. 

Tub gems that ivories clip, 

And chryfcobcryls puerile, 
Mingling their gleams, beguile 
1 lie dole of the black tulip ; 

The fountain weeps in the old 
(i.irden o'er flowers sml. 

Whirl) bv the dawn are clad 
In amethyst arm m gold . 

In the boxwood 'hadow lingers, 
In sentimental /c /< r, 

'The thcvalur^ and awaits 
The princess whose pale fingers 
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Are flowers that bring relief 
Unto her languorous grief. 


INVITATION. 

The ruby my vow desne-. 

For your beauty Mini mg land 
Is surely incarnadined 
By a limpid mirror's lue>. 

Ice with the flume interchanges, 

And your eves hard with dignity 
Bruise the sobbed longing to be 
A bauble your hand arranges 

But remember the waters )under 
Cradle the vessels i 1 1 \l wander 

To the isle in the brudit hitiue luddci 

• v 

And come while the wnitti is daik, * 
To sail om adventurous -rk 
Madly o’er oceans forbiduv. 


TO Till: FOLK 

ThrouCiTI fogs impassible (hat free/e the sou 1 , 
And under torpor-laden skies of gi.n., 

If none can ever open out a way 
To the icy honor of the reachless Pul-*, 
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Vet those who died or shall die striving thither, 

In faith of victory and glory of dream. 

Have known the rapturous pride of conquest gleam 
Brief flower of hope that never grief shall wither. 

But thou, long cheated by the immutable thirst ' 

Of being loved, Inst too, too well rehearsed 
fl o vanity of combats sienle all, 

* 

And dost wit bitter, pitiless iiony see 
Those who go inflow ini' ghosts that ever flee 
Sink in the chasm wheie thyself didst fall. 


PAUL GLRARDY. 

1870—. 

Sill 

Stir whom my h art in dream already loves? 

\\ ill und r < hildlike curls have great blue ejes 
Her \ 01 cc will 1 c i" sweet as that of doves, 1 
Her skin 1 font ro e like 1 dream that dies* 

S a slemur sin will 1 c among eirth's daughter 
That ) u w ul I think of lilies under glftsf, ^ 
()l a t untain \u j mg to the sk} its waters^. 

Or ll c mo 11 be in fjii venng on dewvl^&Lfttk 

An 1, fr in 1 u dee | heul o her lips arising, 

( iiessmg what sc<ds ol •- ngs ire in me sovy)^* 
She will 1 tvei humming tlum, disguising 1 
My soul with the golden gamut of her own 
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And ne\er a bitter wc id will c me fiorn htr t 
Her eyes will alwa>s cill to my cartss 
Chaste as lilt e>es of my own inMher were, 
Inciting with my own mother s tenderness 


1ML LO\ 1 

I HA*VF yearned t r iht wicl td tliil 1 
With hei stnsu^l mouth s led glow 
And her icstless t\<s th it show 
Plow sateless htr soul is u d wdd 

The luslful virgin the (1 j)d 

With her sitl 11 h funtmg nl o\ 

The sweat of n \ t Is ot I m, 

IJy which her soul is debit 1 

She sins in ha lei] ind in 
Her evil smile then le'im , 

Implacable as her It ms 
The lust of peiversi n n 1 in 

I have dreamt f tli vn^in u ij u 
The fire of her han h is \ i fine l 
My chastity with its lure 
^nd my ejes \w*h tni an slaine I 

rm (aw 

* 

TlIhRR IS a haggard flitting tin u h the n lit. 
And stupid wings are untlung thrr ugh t ic wind 
And then afar a scrtci hing o( dail lngh 
l#ik£ ones of a frail eonsciencc th it has s nned 
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jfl 

It is the shy owl of long moonless nights, 

It is the inconsolable c wl who peers 
With Hear ejes threugh (heir darkness, an4 Who 
blights 

The peace of slecj with stark foreboding feaf$ 

Th incons lablc mi^ht 1 ird weeping through 
Tht gl iin, the spectral bird who fear%th$ dhy« 

Wh e [ i ic flitting chills t^e dark, and who 
I ills sj with crits that quivtr with dismay. * 

] ut the u, poor owl, an ivic 1 steeple seest, 

Where th >u canst hide from dawning s garishJUMufo-* 
My heaiL, who fr< m the 1 iss of woman fleest, * 

\\ heic slnlt thou find the peace of some old 7 


Ot &AD JO\ 


I \m angi\ with you, little girl, 
because f your gracious smiles, 

An l your lestful lips, and teeth of pearl, 
Ani the 1 lack litter of your great eyes. 


Ian an^ry with you, but on my kf)ej& 

I r when I went away, in happy Ifte, 
1 ir from y< u, fir as goes the bree<8e,* 

I coul 1 think f i othing hut bf 


I was tun 1 1 I nev< r lared look back, ^ 
\n 1 I wt nt singn g as ma Imen do, 

T j f rget y ur eyes, alack ' 

1 ut my ong was all about you 
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"SOME SONG OR OTHER. 

The song of moonlight all 
J"^That trembles as aspens shake, 

•The thrush sang it at the evenfall 

\ To the listening swan on the blue lake 

2 

i. 

Xt is all of love and distress, 

Atld of joy and of lo\c, and then 
There are sobs of gold and weariness. 
And ever comes joy back again. 

Far, far away flew the thrush, 

And the swan went pondering 
AH the new words, by lily and rush, 
With his head underneath his wing 


OF AUTUMN. 

I mi v 


WHftE the moon through the heavens glides, 
' Wjth music enchanting our way, 

Come in the gladness to stray 
Of the. gorgeous autumn-tides. 

* 1b s ? 


Nqw comes the wind, and lifts 
, The gold of glad forests along ; 

- Ajid many a mystical song 
>Afe3glhe breeze with it drifts 

'Vr kf * 


Thjs life-is most gracious and dear, 
Enchanting our way .is \vc go 
,7V,With the laughter and golden glo 
autumns singing clear. 
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ON TIIE SEA. 

Blow , blow thou boisterous tempest, 
Blow, bitter winds and stark ; 

The* fisher, he cannot hear you, 

A-saihng in his dream-bark. 

lie sails to what pale daughters, 

J * what horizons dim ? 

Rat, *, rage winds and climb ye water$j'’ 
lint we are waiting for him. '* 

We are the lovelorn maidens, ^ 

Alone in the wearisome dark ; ^ 

You winds and you waters that love m/ 
Overturn him in his dream-bark. ’ 


IWAN GlLKIN, 

1858— 

PSYCHOLOGY, 

A surgeon, I ihe souls of inen dissect, rr> 
Bending my fexensh brow above their shjjQRiid^ 
Perversions, sins, and vices, all their 
Primitive lusts and appetites unchecked, 

1 4F« 

Upon my marble men and women spread , ^ 

Their open bellies, wheie I find the hidden 
Ulcers of passions filthy and forbidden, . ' 

And probe the secret wounds of dramas dread/*, 
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Then, while my arms with scrofulous blood are dyed, 

I note in poems cltai with serupukus irt 
Whpt my kee 1 eyes in these dark dttps descried 

Apd? If r need a subject, I im *il 1c 
Xo^etch myself on the dissecting tabic 
five the scalpel into my own heait 


tiii *CAiir \i 

A DOLOROUS fruit i the vast cai it'll 

It$ bursten skin an i pulp t > ripene 1 dye 

Opulently their rich lottenncss 

Mh green gold, \iokt, and led phosphorus 

r 

Oozing a sickly sweet, thick cancero is juict 
tt$ spopgy flesh melts m the mouth, and in 
Its pensive poiso is germinate the rank, 
Perverted sins of fever L iLuied I rains 

£>o Strange its spiee so c\ j usite its taste — 

A macerated ginger m i r hc eliur,— 

J pltmged nfy teeth m it with greedy haste 

Bril dizziness I ate, and madness drank 
An4 that is why I trail a debile frame, 

|Vlth my youth dying ill Llie husk of iny strength 


TI1L PLNITLNI 


XHg penitent of cities d mined am I 
In shameful taverns where rank hqu rs fk v, 
Awl in new Sodoms viciously aglow 
* Wh^re outrage hides its lusts with murler n gh, 
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I watch in flaring nights with mournful eye, 

And shuddering licit whit monsters still we grow 
And all the dimes of men oppress me so 
I call for vengeance to the angered sky. 

Wra liful as pro^ hets went in Holy Writ, 

I walk with haggird ch^ek in public places, 
Confessing sins that I do not commit 

And tin I hirisccs cry out'with upturned faces: 
“I think thee G d tint I am not as this 
Infamous poet by thy judgment is I” 


“IT IRITIS SICUT Dll” 


Silk Artist, from the world around thee shrinking 
1c nuisc tl t hi s h kIciI of thine Art, 

Give thou no [ 1 ill to N ituic in thy thinking, 

That ft olish, fertile sluL obscene and stinking— 
lo the Artihcul conscciate thy heart. ^ 

* 

In spite of reed pipes and loud songs of marriage, 
Be thou remote, Rcility desert, 

The blood and flesh ot women proud of cdTlftege, 
The flabl y flesh of women thou disparage, ■* 

Deny their beaut} which is only dirt. % 


Arc thy tired spirit and ths parched 

bor the cooling, earn'd draught of their carets r 
This is a thirst that thou t inst best be slaking, 
Swooning among thy lamp lit bottles, breaking 
The odorous seals of drunken dizziness. 
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Dream diunk with imn, whose tropic heated spices 
Ferment into a scented winL that j jin'* 

Thy subtle spirit in voluptuous vices 
With negro women whose smooth flesh entices 
lubnc hand to their anointed ljins 

Drink kitsch, as turbulent as cascades shaded 
By forests where the maidens bathe their feet • 
itfupkfcd maraschino, sucked liy mouths pomaded 
In the sick air of brothels g d ien braided 
By those who queert it on Ihe yielding seat, 

And, hypocrite with ice one cannot sunder 

Out of his flame, drink kmnmcl, whose 1 right feast 
Of boreal snow masked fire evokes the wonder 
Of roses under snow, O roses under 

Archangel heavens women of the 1 ast 

And, foi its green of bin U\ ec \ tangled fancies, 

Drink absinthe, winch shall pin rut to thee 
Those forests where the fair} \ lvien dances, 

And the sage Merlin with In r feet entranecs 
In the hoarse brushw >od 1 > the bitter sea 

Then to thy reeling brain shall dreams come sailing, 
Upon the calm bed where thy 1 ody sank. 

And fhdtt shall see dissolve l in shadow* paling, 

AH iarthty things around thee, failing, failing. 

While brighter surge the visions rank on rank 

Behold J Among the wan 1 lue vapours, steaming 
Before the scented, soundm^ sunrise, lows 
A belt Of glaciers whose thin peiks of ut aimng 
Mirrored upon an azure lake arc gleaming 
fn the tropic valley guarded by their snows 
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The leaves of mangoes, palms, and fig trees sighing 
Art wafting coolness o cr the billowing grass. 
Where, girlandcd like flowers are women lying, 
Bathing thur lily limbs, beneath the flying 
Jewels of furtive humming birds that pass* 

And a cascade of dazzling nakednesses 
tall Iroin the peaks of glaciers in shoals, 

And evt > following body holds and presses 
The onL lat wLnt before, hr Ids and caresses; 

A livirit, stream o f beauty rolls and rolls 

Arms, loins, and thighs ire linked and intertwining, 
Lightnings art j laying on a vaporous mesh 
Of luminous hair and supple limbs combining, 

\n 1 from the loft) \ eaks of glaciers shining 
1 or ever falling ire new waves of flesh 

Drink eveiy dr >p of this pure wine, and waste 
In thine etnl rice^ all these limbs unreal 
Lie in thy bed of sn w, and, undebised, 

1 njoy all flesh in thine own flesh, and taste 
I he monstrous joy of soiling the Ideal 


\ ENG LANCE. 

WoMVts with hmt stibbed t>y a rudden wrpng, ^ 
Whose vengeful fingers, , roud, and taj eririgdqilgi 
Have straj ped thy naked 1 iver in his sleepy J ^ 
Down lo the bed, where now his wild eyes W©ftp* 
Iheir scalding tens like vitriol, and stare 
On brokei furniture and carpets where 
Weapons, clothe^, flowers are in mad medley mt. 
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In sheets still with Ins lasses watm, tliou ha t 
To soldiers prostituted thee, ai d spent 
» Their vigour with thy l»od> s \ehiment 
Surging of spasms ipmcring under them ; 

But what thought, like i hi I< ms diadem 
Of thorny hath rent th} f refit id, wli n the thud, 

His White flesh scared \ s »ti_ 1, h vin^ heird 
Thy lustful moaning till lus hcu f grew iek, 

Looked* a$ a bitch looks b iten with a Stiel , 

To the black, frantic fact thy 1 »*tn>er. 

And asked with pi unfit* murmur Slnll 1 lij her? 


TIIL SONG Of Till IOKG1S 


O FltPN7irn forges with y n r noise and blaring, 
Red, reeking h r ts thit cmih lishevellt i skies, 
Your hollow rumblin^ is lil t stifled sweaung, 

And the grasstd earth al u >ou 1 inns and dies 

When blind, mad man, mtr i on gain and plunder, 
Thinks he is matter s mi tci in y mr m \v 
Lugubriously rolls a hr II m ihumu i, 

That says. We fer^e ui 11 i^e, with rnt r flaw, 


The chains from which th u hast nr t wit to sa\e thee, 
O foolish man 1 we uvit link by link 
The shackles which for evet shall r nsla\e thee 
Sweaty pant, and fdl thi f irnaee to llu hunk. 


the coal, and pi m the ciaekh ig ra'.tmg 
Through the cut sand, bi it, uu h th pig ta slupe, 
Temper the sword sheet, deik and rig with masting 
- fTh$ tyrant ships that sweep tile sea with grape. 


♦ 
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Crowd with machines the himlet and the haven. 
To prison thee more deep than dungeons held 
In durance making thet a pauper craven 
Stupid hum init) 1 w weld ind weld 


With the %ile t ll hseasc beyon 1 reclaiming, . 

And imbcciliiy, and dis on tent, f 

Mutdt i in l hat thit its the mansion 
Plo j \ reach and heavy punishment -r 


A 

r 

» 


We forge the file cf cxery generation , 

We crush the lather and the child as well, 
Spitting at heavens that shake with consternation ^ 
The soot and coal of our iclentless hell 1 


Set 1 ti the limit s Hue ol si les upcurhng 

Our towcrin^ el m neys l eh bed polluted bifcatfa* 
Abnc the wi te md rix i s ed lands unfurling * 
Their sal l tligs of slaxery and death * 


IILRMA1 IIRODITT 


Rosy and naked pure as a fiiwer divine^ 
1 he mystic bein*, t f r i i st ries sleeps, 
Stretched in the gn like iu gh ot ej 
In the lHv\( ly clc*u ng in the forest 



'Sr 


Lp>n his fol led arm 1 £ rests his head, 

The sleeping I isses of the un repose 
U] on Ins deliciU body softly ±>pread r 

And shimmer from his shoulders to his toftjjf 
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Ai>d hear hunt with a murmur as of bees, 

the clear brook through grass and lily flowers, 
*Ug|4& the fig trees’ laden boughs, and flees, 

~ ig along the tangled suul bowers. 

rcery of the flesh 1 A phina above tliu 
the thrilled senses to n s dvc disiies 1 

and terror trunl l< all who lov< ihee 
they who sec thee 1 urn \vi li th us iml lit^ 

[thy more than human loveliness 
fatten and youths their t nuous glances dart, 

^Chfcy sigh with lowered eyes, ind wetf , an I press 
**£kj3typfinies their hand upon their maddened Jieirt 

*«Vllete is the heivcnl> T rd<l(.ss so they cry, 

&Whose lovelintss can milch thy pirfict frnne’ 
'Aftd Vhal young god, all sun and s} ring, t m v le 
^With all this lrcshncss bit nt with tender 11 unc 1 

CWo v armk madly on one moi th the kisses 
01 J^hfodite and Adonis both, 

Ajtdf tfetnbllZlg, to discover all 1 lent blisses 
* /Itt the same frame to no pu versions 1 th 1 

Margaret foi thee, and lewd 
Anacrelm had never lost a d iy 11 
JjtafhylttyP, Sappho would m l ha\ t pursued 
£*fe$£ 4 pe Erinna, no nor 1 haem 

% 

foot earth Iippt. 1 with pallid ilame 
and all the fh wers du. whtr it hovers 
rl no more the w mian, and hot lames 
f^eir arms no more around young lover 
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O last ideal of deca\ ing races, 

Mortal rcvealcr if best beautic , thy * 

J oiions pouted la\ishly m thine embraces 
lfavc mule he ancient ciLies r i* tnd die. , 

And n w U u Hi c im t, while uncloses 
Under thy feet t i wn Uni piles the day’s * 
/nd pick mad with in ns<. md wuh rises, 

I iu 1 I e with cli mts c f gl >ry, love, 

Sweet lei , *»i i l to u tli> wettest blisses* * 
\U lr h ur lK s un h i iliy conquering feet, 
Wlnlc, in i 1 wn> di ml enn ss, thy l isses 
Gather t m lx t ind 1 veliest heart’s beat. 


Till I) V\ S Ol \ ORh 

T ha\ i mini 11 >ve h c a garland sprent 
With m rmn., dew an l fra^iant with a scent 
lint et iny 1 l ts fluttcrii ^ oxer it, * 

buttcilhcs of iI k. an 1 \chct Hit 

And savoim 1 it 1 1 e s me fruit from the South, 
Whose lusei us | il[ melk si >\vly in the mo^t^ 

And, cups < f sxp| hire etfeivescing bright, *r, 
blue '■jls hive mide me drunk with sprlng*s-aXeUgln 
An I, ml > cups bnmi e 1 with a blood tha^lfceelhed. 
Lips h ive a di/ mess iq on me bieathed * ** ? 

— I all o ei the \ t ye n ists of memory * 

An 1 now, thou deej) swxrt night envelop 
In thy w n windm sheet my heart enfold, * 
lo sleep alme, and motionless, and cold 
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AR1 



J[.use is action? \\c have. thought until 

v , Je world is but the shadow of our dreams 

What if the sap in all the gardens teems, 

ouhk back upon itself is c ui hmp will 
* *• 


'fhtttmnd has ravaged sj ice, md we arc ill 
v With what we know , yet knowledge only seems, 
v "Upon life’s verge a net of cheating gleams , 

Alid ttiy possessions leave me tired md chill 


But thou alone, O toich of vicicd Art, 

W*th first, primeval beaut) warm the 

Arid Hash thy multiple glimpses of the Ilul , 
4 

Vi 

And thou, O Poet, make lost 1 den shine 
t Wit^ity us, and behind the seeming real 
u| the essences of things divint 

•> k * 


THERMO!*\ T T 

r 

i^jmbre gorge is only h s hted by 
Tbo bucklers on the beeches Neir their chief 
^TJt&Wdrnoib, with no fear and with no grief, 
tbpjr fate And now Lhe dawn is nigh. 
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To morrow Greece sln.II mourn them they 
The priests have read the auguries tike a leSfi^i 
Ilydarnes with the footstep of a thief, i 
Slinks with his traitor where the shadows 

r 

So be it Under ariows showering thick 
H> shallows shielded they will fight, beneath,^ 

The ovui inyn^ loci s, with pike and teeth. ** 

• 

And wh i the word breaks they will grip thfc 
I hty share a few figa for their breakfast, right 
Cilmly They with Plulo «;up to night 


A NAV^L BATTLE 


Tin fleets rush headlong o tr the sea, and lo^k 
In a louJ, long impact deafening the eat J 4 
The hissing arrows mike the heavens bleat* 
The heavy wav s are clashing shock on shl&jjb 


Arcs lb with us, driving like a flock 
The 1 eisnn shi[ s which, when they st 
ihe rostrum pierces till, in mad caree 
They crowd the shore and shatter on the' 

The dusk climbs, but the most lllustri 
The coward, and thrusL bom every t; 

But now the moon bro iks through the 

()ur ml*vc land kissed by its tender ray, 

The glittering summits and the silvered bay,. 
And the free sei flowered with corpses of i 


n£r^> 
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THE TMBUNIS 

pie have had masters who e strong fares, 
with imperious will, their masses cowed, 
spoke with regal voicts ringing lou l 
put of their sleep lcthu^ic races 


they cast down fiom tht nuil t1 places 
four winds of Heaven vibrated pioud 
bitter love and majesty unbowed, 
ping to make of cities d» sert spares 

'jThfecipo^d remember yet their mujc names, 

Afld-idhP them with tliund u us acclaims 
Of Welcome to the coming victoty 

Mg&ndary marlile where the) stand 
&$esmjhistory’s threshold, and their hand 
JK.jtftafcttifally sways the billowin^ days to 1 e 


CORDOVANS 



fed with autumn s, \ 1 el 01 y s dyes 1 
Oratory’s night you bl i/e, 
iS the heavy splciuloui of dead da)s, 
your hues of epic, evening skic*> 

5 US fiery meres of gold, 
of those who trailed their swtrds, and bowed 



56 


Albert Giraud. 


Above your cushions stamped with wafers proud 
Their gashed, tanned faces in the days of old. 

With an odour of adventure in their capes. 

Red leathers whom the peace of hangings* drapetf,* 

You arc like tiagic sunsets, worn weic ye 

By legendaiy hcioe , who enriched 

Ihe Kin/s they served, ind all the world bewitched. 

And who mon a copper, kindled sea, 

\ou Coid< vans dyed drep with war and pride, *■ 
Embarked t summer cool of denude * 

You arc cIn crical with gatheicd lives ; 

Of new Americas you cuaid the gleams, 

You sunk in dizzied and \emotion dreams, 

In you the soul of ancient suns survives ! 


1 LOUISE. 

Richly mature, upon the be 1 of joy 

Strown with crushed ilowirs Florise bends lovingly 

Iler heavy lidded gnat eye'j o er the boy 
Whom she ha made man ere lus puberty. ^ 

Fait as i *-iilist t th it on in cs lingers, 

Sweet as the wind j li< in hi ic trees. 

With gratitude he fondles the deft fingers J 
That guided him into love's mysteries. * 

fTea\y with glad Jitip < then senses thus 

Dream, but bicakmj otl 'ncu amorous 

Lmbrace, is though a c / she would wftHffwd, 

* 

She feels hei hcait within lu r pah , and prettfC# 

Her face u, on the pillow, for she guesses * 

Her too young lover ‘-ees her glowing old. 
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IILCATL 

Thu. ni< on has i kiss th U clings 
Like those of cold women wh >111 
Minions with feitik womb 
Drive from tin. 1 ed d Kjii^ 

She weeps her white distress 
On spirts, 'Ad liji a sheet 
Of suppliant light it the fet f 
Of crosses pitiless 

But breaks her prayci, which is vain, 
And raises he rself a^a n 
In pale and burrn piule , 

And casts, with the cruel glincc 
Of her hdltss eye, fai and wide 
Hysteric radiance 


IN WE is *ion oi nn roPC.iAS 

If? palace wlurt y un la\e guls sliow 

»JLlkA Winches of g >ld , nj ^ tl tu I tea ts erect, 
Ii|a *$ft room with 1 unun^ li ipei> dtil td 

The conclave s end ilhinus i gnl lui low 
* 

Near pages who tlieir yell >w hnr h i\ smoothed 
And whom the evening s 1 iss< s feminize,, 

Sit, red as lava in their gorgeous dyt.% 

Th4 Homan Cardinal , 1 y mu ic soothed 
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They w nship flesh and the unnatural, thinned 
\ ones f eunuchs qunei o er their napes 
With a thrill of pleasure like the lustofrape$& 

AS 

\i 1 1 n m g rl lidiesel in the wind, 

In the fint i tie n ky night of porches, % 
Their manes ol re hi c \vil streaming toXC&M' 

\I SOK1 HON 

Wom\n n j Iji ii tiler thing clings A 
To thee wh se tagn nL yes aie i ools of 
Liqui 1 in hflercnci ul ire is no light * * *- 

Save th 1 ileido c pe >1 imaged things 

I v al le 1 air, so ultry m 1 si fresh. 

When I untie it l ill iws o tr thy shape 

I ike evening s ha 1 w ir a [ lie landscape* 

\n 1 lowly tai the uluLeni s »l thy flesh 

) 

The i| iJ 1 is f thy nch m uldeJ mouth 

hall with n mi] ul e 1 nnwn, and with OOSpunO- 
As nj enc Hr iit fall lie ivy t ) the grourtfh 
In the si w ilei ec of the lutumn s droutfigyL 

As ini water 1 Ji cen 1 in thee » 

An I am 1 i II l ig i ly thy breas^ 

\\ h ch are is wl i bill w r oamy cfestfy 
And h a\( al tl y i i ithing like 

II ye I ie 1 w ill is 1 oil liturgies, * + 

It ti ul with royal ih>lhni i 1 r >ad vtryCp, * 

An 1 \ ith grave gi lcc before in nc eyes reheajses^ 

All the C regonan chant s solemnities 
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0 save me from my muidcrous dreams, thou bright 
J$ 0 £ 0 m of silence, mouth that silts the sinsc, 
.Urn of oblivion, pillow of indoic nee , 

^Afliuhi{£te me m thy bo^om o night ' 

'* 4 ; ~ * 

BCjjr Weakness by thy si\ orou i ngth i nursed, 
And in thy gaping low absorb* ug me 
the time when all I im shill t e 

vast ami th «vcnn c irpse dispersed 

' 

f \outij AAioNt. nn i nils 


|e voluptuous Room of Ldn s mi ie 
AfA deaf ear by th,_ unlit dthy sh ule 
*Of vinous tapestry wherein fumenU 
Tbe-sunset, drunk with Ouirch md ctnsti cents 
The dying Dauphin, with I is w< m in’ slow 
Ey&$, $ees at his feet the ermine snow 
Of the hushed carpel, and tne < 11J s sbt 
Sifting a trembling glimmer on to it 
Of tying lilacs and of t a t y r jsc , 

And tljrfe pale youth his heavy lids uncloses 
Upon the lu uen s t rn ison rim 
whose lilted 111 easts call unto him 


RI SI(jN V 1 IO\ 

I JfAVit fought against my tlf, I have < icd m pain, 
* v Writhed breathless in my wounded si irit s night, 
&&& with my lift m rags, a piteous s dit, 
f? tattle Out of the Ilell which is my brain. 
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I know full well to day, my drc"m was mad; 

My love of autumn was i crime, no doubt; 

And like i mil I tear the yearning out 
Tint my to > simple heart foi childhood had. 

r 

My cross ' Lino in my side * I bring to you 
This verse like C lirisim is evenings white andcabp, 
W ien the sovrin palpitation ot the palm 
IIovo igainst the heaven sifieezing blue; 

4 S 

This veise whereinto all my to ricf shall pass, 

Verse ot a man resigned, misunderstood. 

Verse into which my love must shed its bitopd^ 
Lon h bleedin^ like a suristL on stained glass^ 


\ Old b 

\ ou F of my weeping bloc d, voices you of my flesh. 

My panting, ft antic flesh O pensive voices. 

Louder thin when a uiging crowd rejoices, 

(lush ' lest the dear, dead j isL should bloofll $fr£sh.l 

He sd nt, yo I >n^ v u-es 1 Memory doses 
Onvtlvct 01 ts, 1 ices dii is o old 
Thd drear t m her 11 sh and •'mg in ht^tPQM^of golfi; 
\ oiee rf I is vious j isn i and moss t cs lt 

1 e silent f llush my si mow and my shame 1 
Into my heart silence and wintu came 
bilencc is snowin^ into my Iicart dark vast. 
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5now, $now, O silence * Spread youi cool abo\t 
Hell's roses, co*er up their Hies -it last, 

<\qdffl the shadow slain m> mil) low 
< 


VICTOR KINON 

i sh- 

THE R1 SUJvRl UION OI DKLAMS. 

£ v 

t It is as warm as when the hi ics scent 
Is with the fragrance of un t i h is 1 lent. 

When yoa can hear the s< cd cracl m the t r iund, 

When first your fact and Inn i-, are sununei bi< wned, 

When every now an 1 then in nc uy dr \ s 

The ram begins, an l ill a 1 icn i >i 

Slate and rust clouds w luj in >u 1 mass 

Their bulk o’er lh< giccn c in in l mbl led gr\ss 

Of fields that billow to > n ) ur| led woods, 

Which, through bronzed cl »ud , a she it of sunbeams 

floods* 


Sweating, I climb the slo^ c where, Idee a long 
White ribbon, runs the 11 » h md mgs his ung 
A noisy cock pursues a duel ing hen 
A ^parrpw fl;es with bits of ha> And then 
Such is the silence you can hear from fat. 

Where the red roof tiles of the ullage aw , 

The heavy, steady humming of the l ces . . 
(Gan there be Dlossoms on the willow tr c 5 -?) 



62 


Victor Kinon. 


litre l^. the wood —Pile with surpnse you see 
The ardent silt ncc and the mystery 
Whose sip swells in the brmches which it stud$^ 
With dowry citkms mil with tieky buds. * 


Und r the n lm Ul violaceous shade 
1 he frt h mem nis line sn iwM ih« 
lhe i lergi nun l ilhe^ in i 1 iwn li ill lighf J 


t 

glades 
II light ; 


Ihi ) air erickles with vIizird s flight; % 

And li re, ivhtte on the lia/et bou^h is poured 
A ray t ( sunshine Kile 1 like a sword, * 

V trcrnl lin^ cloud o/ yell m polltn^rises » 


An 1 now myslcri u-» ninth my heart surprise^ 

With w irds ind en s of liw and tenderness* 

\n 1 an inlosiiate 1 «Jow mil stress, „ 

liccause the sj iin^ with 1 gendiry dyes, 
lhe white f f sn m ind 1 lue o' 1 iradise, 

And tender gi Ln t f leasts ill dewy sprent, 

With nightii ih , md honey >.ucl le s scent, 

And chif<.i I angin^, heavily hoip blue 
I iKcs wit with rosy diamonds too, 

With thi. clear cry tal and mad pearls thatgush 
Out of the beik of quail and pairing thru$lije * J 
All the divine, forgotten spring reminds 
My heart t f u ]c ur wh ie lut \ athway 
I low * My 1 ie i s full dI h wers ind birgSt 
I shall lire ik nit ilik Ley of word • ^ j, ^ ^ 

I lov *—1 ut whom > I care not whom < jn6r bow t* 
I love, with ill my 11 lod in fren/y now, * 

And all the i^lis tbit luive r ly brt ast, the m&ld 

Who smiling comes bencith hei cool siAisbade^ 


j Vj 
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MIDNIGHT. 


is black wiLh trees of velvet under 
K 1 ^VKSW’&ky laden with 1rre.1t clouds of thunder 
v^JS^gj^omes. of niidniqhl hum! the dirk, whose cats, 
died, lu ir is 1 h if m m heirs 
tineasy in one's tilhn - s)i ts, 
tt 0 ea*il> the poor he trt he its 
*$|yrajbstihed in sweat, Jt 1 1st you leave >01 1 bed, 
in dream about the th ii'ilu tiead. 
the window open Not 1 sound 
"Sjifjj&y ^he wind is suoonn r r n the i^iound, 
^ta&'ti&gnlng to some hoi), iny>'ir 1 itlli 
Fre£ra$ng in the entrails ot the 1 irlh 
yot} luffptfj earnest, to youi hi m s loud shock 
Bgaiiitt* with pained \ ids 1111111-. like 1 cloi k 
Thenthe window sill you pi 11 1 than, 

And W£fch the cloud 1 vui h 0 >wn th lulpk s air 
jOver the gardens whence, jm Itk I ciiumes, 

"Kxtldes the swell oi trtes If d uihl led hh < nis 


HUDINCi 


FROM 1 HI WORLD. 


•e,.*-. v 

"StfiO&'not our love he likr tilt violet, Sweet ? 
And Ojpen in the dewy, dustiest nr 

tf&rnty chalice with 1 ill petah, where 
'{£fr£'$Jyjde of busbis ni ikes 1 diy ictreat ? 

*■ wjil fianie our daily h lppincss 

By piping heaits, lips, Imms 111 rapt ' iress 
r Fa&C Itom the world, its must s ami (01 u eit 
’ ,1 Sholl^We not hide our modest love between 
Tlpfel Wafting cool on flowers and grabseb gieen? 
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TIIE GUST OF WIND. 

I ci osfij my window, lit my lamp, reclined 
My temple on my hand, and sadly thought: . 

** Now lot me nad, and dream, and rest my 
13 ut, () my God, my Ik art is so distraught! 

Vet, let me read/' It was a traveller's book. ' 


O sail-' g on broad rivers, on whose shore 
Are bi >bab" and mangroves, while the song r 
Ol curious birds walls with the ship along, 
Together with (lie tiger’s grating roar. . . . 




A sudden gust ol wind the window shook, "yjj 
Followed afar oil by continued whining. * 


v A 

. 


I throw the window open wide, to look 
Into the right, and see, with white teeth shimhg- 
In mocking grin, Death pass upon a steed ^ - f 
With yellow teeth, making its wet flanks bleed 
With spurs of bone, and in the wind its v*: < 

Tossing, together with Ins winding-sheet 
See Death, while all the trees moan out ij ffi itfijfo 
Race under clouds III by a livid sheet, ’ f 

And brandishing above him his bright Si 



Afir, Italian pop]us cuive :In ir slim 1 if* 
And parallel trunks beneath the windpfhiftij 
Dishevelled willows ia the shadow vrithe, 
And the earth, looking at the monstcr^jSa^ti/ 


Now he is swallowed by the raucous squill. 
Long I stand gazing at the rise and fall 



Charles v*n Lr kpergiie. 


Of foliage broken by a rending sob, 

When suddenly the wind, with hollow throb, - 
Lugubrious present fr >m the ktaper 1 —heaves 
Into t|te room a flight r f witheie 1 Live 


■4 


*Wil 



riJF SI HIM N 

T>lfc stainless mi >w m 1 the hi A 
Lit by a pui<* % < 1 I dai 
Nearl) meet 1 ur i I ir 
Offi ic si pu ales 11 lv\ 

A rime frosted, blad j mew >od, 
Raising, as siu- rr 11 f am, 
i Its lance-i toothc 1 hk< a com!, 
Dams the horizon 11 d 

In the tomb of bin in 1 white 
Nothing ".tus ^iu i ei )\\, 
Untoldin^ soltmnly low 
Its silky wing black i i lght 

<jf$fiR'LES VAN LERBERGHE 

-Jw 1861-1907 

' ERRANT S\ Ml \T11\ 

t 

"FROM some unknown horizon, 

Wafted from far aw iy, 

^Fraternal sympathy flies on 
„ The scented breath of the May 
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Now dreamers in cloudland turrets. 
And nujcUiis ripe with the tnue, 

Up the while steps of tbeir spirits 
Keel love* invisible climb. 

? 

They know not from what glancejs^ 

In the pensive peace of the hour*,* ^ 
There are unknown lips in their 
Openin'' with (heirs in flower. * 

i 1 

So keen and kind the bliss is, 

That their foreheads, younger hk*{ 

I3y the^e intangible kisses, f,,J 

Guard dreams that never fade. * 

ft 



% 

TIIE GARDEN INCLOSEJJg} 

Fulcite 

Dk'VK is thy bandage, Love, 

To my hca\y lids that it closes 
It weighs like the sweet burden^ 
Sunshine on frail, white rosejB 

■ |f ‘- a U- ll J M 

I walk as to voices that call, 

I stem over waters to hovevy^ 
And e\e r y wave, Ue a )ov6iy f i 
Folds round my feet as they ffclh 

Who has unloosened my tresses, 

As through the dark places I ctfa 
Girdled with unseen caresses, 

I plunge into billows of flame. 
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My lips, where my soul is crooning 
Open m rapt desire, 

I*jke a burning bloisom sw< omnr 
Over a user i In 


Donn m um i s ih( 

Jjky hands he for my breast t > soothe, 

*igeQf playing and of # di i ills tin d , 

©EMjf White handi, my h m 1 denned, 
j&lft asleep on witers smooth 


cSb futile, wiste repining, 
this my beauty s in rone, 

J Calm, gentle Queens inclining, 
Ij^Jroyal hands driim A their n\n 

A 

J v While mint eyes aie closed, and 
g?B*e golden hair my uieast ‘hat robe 
I the virgin holding lilies 
i JTattl the infant hoi glol e 



till is 
S 


'V#'' 



Si/ot in zitnt 

E 

fry Lime they sang my lips that yield 
keen caresses, 

the rain upon the summer held, 
long, warm tu^e 


Of*vintaging they sing mine tyts, 

* Mine eyes half closed, 

Veiled by tired lids anti lashes unreposed, 
.CUftriutumn skies. 
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I have all jjjle mis md savours, I am supple 
As a bindweed in hedgerow bowers, 

My brtitts are cuivc 1 n flann are, or a cpti|de 
Of si er flowers * 


"" p 

/ ? i <hi tus 

4 v 

W ti th ni d >-d pliiu c ml j nunc eyes thilje 
I all within nun cyt* ^ 

\\ hm thy mou h unties my mouth. 

My love is nothing sa\e my mouth. 

When thy lingers lightly touch my harf, 

I am not if it be not there 

When they tourh my brt ists at any 
Like a udden lire to them I climb 

I it this which is to thee most dear? 

Ibrc my ml is, ill in\ lift is here 


In i p fit ne of wait i oses 
Shi nt dtuim fist, 

An t th ha to ts U trt if at as 
iiej e flash t 


fhou&d&iktmr. 


1 he jlo ini d s t n , tin e itf^sesi $GS»Av^t 
Fh Itci t aniti i hts th ott^ 7 ( 

On *fu of t Pi) a i e is opening ont qfhefcbfy* 

i 

4 fast ftmt - a tuaKs c t t*u datlcnifig * 

A voi e that an>> ju 1 1 ow t mm muring, •*'** 

A murmiuing breath is Iniathtn^ . wfc 
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M tie silence petal f Jail 


Tbs jBiigel ot the morning sin l idil down 
X&tojber garden, and he spake to her 

“Cp&tewith me, I will show thee nnny a hke, 
1 Vfcueys delightful, secret fou ( biweis, 

S l6re still, in other dreams Ih in oms, 
turtle spirits wa! «f 
tatth 1 

$j^lft3fetched her arms, with I uighter 
Ldqjkfag between her lashes on 
flaming in the sun, 

,At& men he moved, in silence followed after 


A^while they wandered to the groves of shade, 
Tlje^Angel round her 1 ml 
3is^rm, and set „ 

Amoofc her bright hair loi ger than his win ,s 
The flowers he gatheied dt wy wet 
tfpoft Ae branches over hei 


THE TEMPTATION 



| fas that c one i t 
tertng in 11 1 


I> ( 


t ttets 
ft 

1 ts tin 


A P softened the declining diy 

ArnOstn, and then a lovc-si^h died aw 
Appfes were falling one by one bet wee/ 
Tji^fjitftsses warm and shadows emerald green 
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The* un 'ink down from branch to branch; 

Smgm^ among the stirless leave* was heat'd' M 
A scent of soft an 1 swooning blossoms strayra^ 

Like a slow s a wave, through the deepening™##*; 

.gHw 

Vn 1 t hear 1 t cr her who crnies, with trait 
l\p is in dream an 1 heart ) miet her 
By aths where t ever sound the silence jars* 

* 

Yoli ptnous cvtnm s in the heated air, <f * , ‘ 

'With hand f il lit and accomplice card: 
read th in i h u net of oblique stars, " 

V 


AKT THOU WAKING? 


Am thou waking, my perfume sunjyjj^P^ 
My perfume rf glide 1 l ces, v 

Art thou iloatmg along the breeze* 

M> i erfumc of sweet hontey ? * 


In the h ish of the gloam, when my feet 
Rt am Lhr ugh the rich garden cl 
Dost thou tell I am coming, thou 
Of my lilacs, and my warm r< 



Am I n :>t 1 1 e in Ihi "loam i 
Clustei of fruit cone* led 
By tl e Ic ^s and bj nothing 
Save in the m lit its aroma 



Dr es 1 e kn now the hour is 

lint I im h If ijti mg my lmf, 
Djcs he I n w that it scents Lht ait 
Does its od ur reach to him 9 
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t)ocs he feel T am straining my arms ? 

'% And that the Iilu s of m> valleys 
> Are dewy si ith passion bihn 
J. sThat for his touching tarries? 

ft 

tA3t.I1 of wnirr an 1) o! (,01 n. 

Ai I of while*™ 1 if >M 
Are the pinions r t my an jels , 

Cut Lovr 

Hath pinion^ cli mgnig 

His sweet wings ire turn b> turn 
The coloui of purple and rosis, 

And the crimson c 1 uheie undo ls 
T he kiss of ih un 

t The beautiful \\ n ■>, »f my in el 
Aie veiy slow, 

And open cl ul 

^But the agile win^s of Love 
J.*' Are impatient, 
rAnd like hearts never t 


THF K\[\ 

pr* E rain, my si«,tei dear 
KThe summer rain \v uni 1 »d cl 
t Gently decs, gently llit , 
-Through the moist atmosphere 
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Her collar of white pearls 
Has come und jne in the skies. 

Plackbirds sm» with all your might, 

Dance magpies • 

Among the branches downward pressed* 
Dance fliwcis lance ever> nest, 

All that conn from the skies is blest 

1 > my mouth she appi^achcs 
I i wet lips of strawberucs wild ; f'L* u 
Sue has touched me with a mouth that 
1 verywhere at once, “* " 

W ith her millions of little fingers. 

On i lawn 

Of sounding 11 wcr% , 

1 n m the daw n t the evening hours, 

And fiom the evening to the dawn, 

She rains and rains again, 

She rains with migl L and inun 

Then the an with ^olden hair 
Dues the baic 
I cet of the rain 


M SLNSl r 

Ar sun v t, 

Swans of jel 

Or lame sombrt ... . vt/. 

Come i ut of the fl iwets, and thin&t^Ujri IIS 
These are our hadows 
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They advance : the day retreats. 
Into the dusk they go, 

With a gliding movement slow. 
They gather, to each other call, 
,&eek with noiseless footfall, 
yAnd together all 
'With their wings so light 
Make the great night. 

,?3ut the dawilin the sea 
/Awakes ami takeh. 

.His torch, then he 
Climbs gleam by gleam, 

‘■Climbs in a dream 
;.Qut of the waves arise 
*His tresses fair, 

,*And blue eyes. 

t 

- i 

At once, as they wcic blown 
^Away, the shadows flee. 

* Where ? Who ran see ? 

*Into the earth ? Into the sea ? 

£Into a flower? Into a stone? 

/Into us? 

ft Who knows ? 

gTheir wings they close, 

?And now tepose. 
is the mom 

A BARQIJK or COI-D. 

Ur* ^ 

In a barque of the Orient 
‘'Maidens three arc coming bat k, 
Maidens three from Llie Orient 
Are coming in a barque of gold. 
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One is black, 

Her bands the rudder hold 

i *ai c BSi A j 

On hu curving lips with their essences 
She hnni, to us strange stories, 

In the silence 

One is l rjnn, 

She. hcl Is the full sail down, 

\nd n her feet aie » ings 
Vn angel s mien ( i us she brin 
In her motionless bearing 


1 ut one is fair. 

At the prow she is sleeping. 

As from the rising sun her hair 
The wave i sweej ing. 

She 1 rings us back in her eyes so bi 
All the light 


I ILItS THAT SUN 

Now in this Vpril morning sweet 
With fol k 1 shad nvs and doses 
The d«_\r chil 1 \s th her st > conceit 
What is slit 1 doing ? 


The blonde tnce nere her footsteps g qgS I K 
Is lost in the grated gai l^n alh y , 

I do not kn nv, I do not 1 > ow 
The meaning of her cunning sallies. 
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With a long gown d iwn to her heel. 
Pensive and slow, with a silent gesture 
Fpon the sun at a white wheel 
! $he is spinning a 1 hie linen vesture 

X 

Arid with blue e>es of l ri la! bliss 
KfS imhng at hti dre im that planres 
i\ing golden I luges 
Lmong the lilicc of her fancie 


t 


GREGOIRE LE ROY 

1862- 


Tllfc SI IIN.S11 k 1 AST 


'ftE old woman 111 an 1 her whee 
Is prattling of ol 1 ol 1 things 
** As though tc a 1 ill she sings 
id memories over her teal 

ie?hemp is yellow md long, 

The old woman [ ins th thrta 1, 

^ Bending her wl ilc, wen> lieil 
rcr the whtel s I ing on*, 

JUle wheel g es 10m 1 wi h a \ hirl, 

, The yellow lun ] 1 in wou 
She turns it roun t in 1 roun i 
She is playing like a b nl 
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The yellow hemp is unwound, 

She sees hcrstlf \ gill, 

As blonde i*» the skeins that whirl, 
She is dancim, round and round 

Thr wheel re 11 round with a whirr, 
And the hem] is humming as well, 
She he\rs an < U1 lover tell 
A 1 whispei hia love fi^r her 

1 Jc r tiled hands rest ah ive 

1 he wheel, its spinning l 1 - done. 

An 1 with the hemp are spun 
Her memories of leve 




ROUNDEL Ol OLD WOMLNk 

Li i n i old women, my thoughts, 

The snow falls f i 3m the vast, 

Derth ind uncertainty palls 
All the things of the j ast 

Why is m> heirt so chill 

Un lei ill e skits veicast, j 

In thtse hi iter tint xsfc a id 
These w mtei s talm and still ■> * 

t 

\ i u little ol 1 v amen who glean 
M il e a be niir*. of } >ui past, 

Of your reeds snapped by the bla&y 
And of all your barren dreams 
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All that your sorrow remembers, 
Bum it like di> brushwood, 

And sit inti warm jour L»ln>d 

Over tht dyin h embers 

And mumble in l.ii I in 1 dtjicli n 
V Of the happy d i) I >t ui > ullij 
And empty with iin rt rs oi uith 

The spindles of 1 1 1 ret Election 

And when the c tt t is damp 
With 11il weeping of the night, 
One ef you will light, 

, Like, a shi led, sm >k> 1 imp, 

M 

—Oh ' why mus I weep and j t rish, 
• And nothin nothin^ h t «* — 
The lu t of m mories yi t, 

"The memory of I hr y m ehtu^h 


HANDS 

re&UKD like flic eyes of a thn f 
Sf At my hw*irt s window pant, gazing in, 
gjBVere two pale h in Is, hands of gncf, 
P^Hands as of Death, bone and skin 


sfiivered to see them staic, 

Weird as the mo >n in the bh , 
Lifting to me their despair, 

As the. hands of the damned might do 
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\.nd He of those desolate hinds, 

Win was my visit* r grim ? 

I>< lib n my thrcshol l lands, 

Since 1g iztd on the hands of Hun 


It ui n t t Messiu r flit y hed, 
Cur t of i tr ith verc the), 

1 tr I li ivc longed 1o he del l, 
Since I iw their ghastly ny 


tor the wine c f my loving is *our, 
An 1 full >f tears and of harm, 

A.n 1 d( idens tlu bread of the hour 
Th it is signed with their fatal eh 



Hands of [ ns n 1 II mds of desp&i? AAl 
(at tuns f virgins of gloom ' 

Yoi ha\e sh me ( n my house as a 
Of indies a e r[ se illume 1 


I have seen Ilopt close her door, 
And ny me urning is watching 
While the North wind is blowing 
My e mdb' dead in Ills breath. 



MY EVbb 


Poor eyes, yn i lampj *hnt art faitfti 
How little rt mains of your gl >w ? 
T ncroachirg night is veiling 
The things of the hcre-below. 
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Or is your gathering gloaming 
Indifference alone 
O tyes that once went roaming 
To Beauty and tl l l nlcni wn * 


^You sink your Iid& 111 t u urlain, 
tj When I ovc goes l j , a 11 ime , 
fYou know your sorrr w is eert un, 
4/ And age to you is shame 


5inc?yet, my heart s lie f praising, 
O flameless limps, is for you , 
^Through yo 1 my j mt gazin^ 
Jirst saw, and felt, md 1 new ' 


:You showtd mt the m untain eej , with 
it The sea an i the stirs al >vi, 
t nd all that my life is deep with 
JMy child and dt alh, md I \ 


M\ HANDS 



oor handd, so wan an 1 faded, 
lie once as a bird, 
hythms of spcei h you aided, 
nd by my brain y u were stine 1 


r crinkled hands hi «. two 
'Old women worn in 1 wizened 
y thoughts run on, but >( u 
% iti listlessness are prisoned 
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\ et 11 less you, my h incls, now that strife 
Is d me, and the hc'm reposes, 

\ ou taught me the t uch of rose*,, 

\nd 111 messes jflife 

Ml Lh hinl v w ton cl led, hind of brothyeiftf* 
An 1 i \\ >m nil u 1 in d Ic, 
v lib I ulhful Inn Is A m tl i 
I l car ) u yet i i my s ul 

i 

SII 1 NCI S 

Thfre is an age, id i s e and hour obscure, 

When min, iweiry of idienturous dreams, 

Turns from the far hori/ n s lure 

Mis eyes t >wii Is the Inn < f Cood hepose 

Then simple Th mights m l tul, 

I ike an eigi r huml le semn^ n n 1, 

With delicitc circs discreet 
Lilli infinite regrets to sleep 
And 1 indie in the heirt once more 
The fire of memories of the yore, 

And from the heirlh dri\c h pes importunate ,> 

Thit c ne 1 y one may stc il within the great 
Silences 

The silence of our m mories 
Whereon already fad the snow oi years , 

1 ove s silence whose at mdoned tc r I 
No tender hand makes l loom » 

Silence of hopes long s king, uhicn 
Have died like beggars m the litch , 

Silence of faith, whose torch his been put out 
By life mil doubt 
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silenced our 1 rotlu rs, in they gli 1 , 

Lite^VJiute monks nt.il, tern, 

*AA^T1$h down, vithoi.it j e il ii ^ i( ur si 1c 
Wlm with Truth s puru 

hjid come we siw b it f the w )rl 1 
and orcli ir 1 \ isluru cur eve 
they ertere 1 in, out i ) or souls 
together with our lit u ht, the nig 1 l 
?«i secrets eat h J ll u re.vi'll , 
i’b shadows t ach f 11 m dispel , 

"can tell us whetlnr we h vt walked 
road whcie (j > l s I ml punted i 

oui children, ih wik sr life seemed bound 
llh our own mo L nitru ik ly 
far, alone in the l re il fu,ht 
Infinity, and I an in 1 Dcith 
tt that thur Ii n J which our hinds have 



And 
And *1 
And 

Scale 

Sw 

From 

TlieStj 
Th#® 

n*h: 

BtftM 
To- 

£i 



gazing of onr p in theirs 
voices uttering n thought, 
r common hops m 1 self mu n f , 
^Venings lived 1 ei eath c ne lain] , 
hours upon < ne d il toul, 
me clock of destiny — 
diverging fates i i evermore* 
y we are ah ne, ) fir 
t we can e n th vast expanse 
u&anddividi us 11 

child’s eyes, the e Leautiful fondled lian Is, 
Intertwined 111 e woven flowers, 
i£d<perhaps, and reccgmzcd each othei, 
friends, or stranger almo t, wl » 

W|ll resume their sc] at ate wa> 
that silence from us fn temoves 
love for which our ensi s longed, 

6 


>w 
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1 o, in the uni' ctse oiur soul is lost * 

Ihe child of our imn bloml. Mho, piously, 

Some last, h t night will conit to clo c our eyes. 
How he is one., hi*! fate how otherwise ^ 

1 Inn ours, how Mi itinoitd *111(1 how alone 1 
Ht enters hie * II<_ is no m ne our own * 

1 hus sh 11 I hey go tow uds the call, 

I ill, lon< I and (U sp >i1c d of a 1, 

Naked a j ioi we fice the eternil horn t 
And, eu our heart as a temple with no god, 
And closed our soul t ) enrj new delight, 

I mptj oui hands, m 1 in mr eyes no ight, 

We shall mal e question ol must Ives What tie t 
Unites this lowest, lament il le thing 
We ire to lijinn rtalit) 


MAURICE MAETERLINCK, 

1862—, 


HIT HOTHOUSE 

O T io 1 iioitsi m the forest dc< ps T 
And your doors f 1 ever c' j c i 1 
An I ill there is btn alh jour dome 1 , 

And under mj nul i' youi analog 

The thoughts of a pr ncess w ho is hungfjrjj 
The weariness of a sailf r in the desert, *■*-- 
A brass bind at the windows of incurable#/* 
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Go to the wirmesl cr rners f 

You think of 1 worn in 1 1 n ed on 1 day ( f Ivmist, 
Ylkereare pnstilh ms in t It ui(\ 11 1 ~>l 1 T >c* hi s[ iia .1 
Afar goes by a liunlei ol ell l eei me 1 nurse 

* * T 

Around m the m >011 li lit 1 
(Q bathing here 1 in its j 1 o’) 

Yqty think of a nnd \\< 1 ui b foi tier jud es, 

A wir it full ^ul 11 t, run] 

Bitd&'bf night on lilies, 

A kt)$Il at noon, 

{Do%ft yon ler under the 1 ell glisscs ) 
f A halting plice uf si k 1 1 iun *he mur 1I111 Is, 

AfrfjfiflOur of ether 1 1 unny li> 
e 

Mtfjfeod' my ( od T wli si ill u hive the 1 un. 
And the snow ird tf c win l in the h ih 11 c T 


OM^O\ 


&JTV my ihsence 11 
**The threshold c Tm> will r 
My soul is, hi I pie s w in, 

JWith white miction ill 

* % 

tasks abandoned land 
jto My ’SOul with ol 1 mg 1 lie 
Qter shut things its tired h imL 
C^TJremble without ivul 

^ 0 

?|Uld while my henf breathes ou* 
** Bubbles of lilac dre ims, 
fMy soul is wiflcd ibout 
? ip* wax moon s water} gleam 
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In a m jonlight whf re glimmer the lorn 
I ilu f tin l m rrows , 

\ m unhglit uh re nothing is born 
liut it haml^ in tht shadow of sorrqsg^ 


UOrilOlM Ol \\ 1 A R IN ESS 

S 

) \vf \i i\mb blue the breast 1 
Wedding the better sight, 

In tin. \ ing, w in moonlight, * 

O my 1 kiL beams witli languor oppr£$$e<^J 

This weariness blue evernioie, 

Wheie thri ugh the deep 
A in i h l h m t are seen, ^ 

\\ ith me n an 1 with glass covered o^t| * 


The mighty forests undying 
Whose nightly forgetfulness, 
Likt a dre im motionless, 

On the roses of p ission is lying; 


Where rises a slow waWr beam. 
Mingling the moon and the sky4 
In a glaucous, eternal sigh, 
Monotonous as a dream 


DARK OThLRINC 

I in im my poor vurk, which 
Is. like the dream of the dead, 
Ami tl e moon on the launa rich 
Oi rny remorse is shed 
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5Vith swords my wishes crowned, 

'i Violet snakes Ih it cicep 

Through my drcims \n 1 cnl t e in 11 
$dOns in sunshine drowned 

V 

in far wiler ^reen, 

?U$sed hands that never hill u] c, 

' Stems ol hatred btlwc ui 
^Sorrows of lo\c withr ut hr pc 

.TV 

3§My the song, L< 1 1 Gt 1 » 

\ And lei my sid | 1 iyu n e 

tllo the scattere I m >u on the d 
teps night 'll the nm 1 f die skie 


THr III VK1 s I 01 I Vo I 

1 

DEk the l luc or> t il I ctl 
Of my reveries tire J in l ill 



a*# 



Xgriefs intwgn le 
row gradually still 

its of symbols* thr ngin 
lilies of pleasures of old 
ift slow palms of n y 1 Jnging 
jEnod weeds oft, m ) ses cold 
* 

it* m the centre of them, 

V One rigid lily hei\cs 
fs frail and pallid stun 
Over the dolorous ltivc^ 


> Jeep, 
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\nd in I lie £.lcai»s I hat it j ours, 

I ike i gradual m ion towards the bare 
1 luc crystal hei\tn soar* s- 

Its mystiLdl white prayer 


SOUL 

M’i oul 

O my soul >o shUtcic vtrily 
\nd the c xks i m> lesircs in a hot house * 

Wailing for a Uni| c t on the meadows T 

I ct us £j 1 1 1 tlie ni( t I \tri h patients 1 
1 hey have 'dr e\hal m ns < 

In the mi Idle of then I cross i battlefield?^Fith my 
mother 

They arc 1 ury int^ i 1 ill n con x i le at noon, 

While the sentinel aie eating their repast 

Let us s i also tr the weikest 
They ha\e stim^ pci piratic ns 1 
Jl^rc is a sick bn c, 

Treason on the Sunday, 

And litt’e children m pri-» n 

(And further on, through the vapour,) 

Is this a dying woman it i kite! l s door * * 

Or a ister shclhn, \ ca 3 at the bed’s 0/ Ah 

ineuiable <* w ^ 


\hd lasL of all Id iv> l > the most sad 

(I ast ut all, foi they hut i oison ) A 

O 1 my lips accept the kisses of a wounded one I * 
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AlLtfte thattlairt? have du d o! hiirt,ci this iiunmcr, in 

tie turrets of my siul ' 

Hirers the daybreak entering the lestis il ' 

I catch a glimpse of sheep ill it si ray on cpiays, 

Atj4 tfc£Ce is a sill at the windows of the hospital 
■** 

There fe a long roicl from my he a it unto my oul ' 

And aH the sentinels ue tic id u the r post ' 

One day there was i poo^lilll 1 an pict in the suburbs of 
my *oul' 

Hemlock was btin^ mi wn one San lay n >rnng 
And all the virgins of the cimv ni wen w ilenmg ves lIs 
passing on the nnal, e I iy _>! fis ing and of 
sunshine, 

White the Swans weri } mini, i n ler i \ oisun us l ridge , 
They w£re pruning Uees 1 n 1 the j rison, 

They were cringing me hum * one ifterno m in June, 
And tpesds of piiient weie I uni, pieid it ill the 
horizons ’ 

My soul £ * 

And th£ Sadness of it all, my s ul ' and the sadness of 

it ail! 


Jf* IASbirUDl 

$ / 

kisses know n i >nger wheie t j 11 si, 
For^bhnd and cold the ty s were they eiressed * 
Henceforth aslei p in ] lendi 1 ieverie they 
Watch dreamily, as in the gn s dt nuy, 

T^e grey horizon he r lul slice} T 11 ia/e 
JJpon the turf the moon s dishevehe 1 rays, 
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kissed by the 'un, dark as their life is dark ; 
Indifferent, without an envious spark 
1 or pleisuie s roses undci them unclosing. 
And tl is I ng, green, ununderstood reposing. 


TIKI I) \\ II D m \sis 

O i MirurH ind i ission sitrhs, 

And sobs tint the icl 1 re isl heaves 1 
S and witn hilf closed eyes 
mon^ di hevelled haves, 

hate s hycnis slouching, 

My sin s yellow d i *s, and, luge, 

\l the weary, pM distrt s marge, 

I ne lions «f lo\e in ciouching r 

In a listle s arc mi they lie. 

And languid ind >pprcssed, 

Lndor their colouile sky 

I hey witch, and sh ill without rest, 

f 

Temptation's sheep together, 

Or one by one, depart, 

\nd in the moon at tether * 

I he passions of my hear* 

] USThl 1 I l'«n«US 

W 

k 

111 i K m 111 nes in arching 
Drcim at Let beam le hng by, 

Un am after dre an failing fast ; 
Hope's days are duoued to die 1 
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To whom must we dec to-day ' 
No slar to show us whereto; 
But icc on our hearts grown gray, 
And in the moon linen blue 

i, 

- Sob after sob is trapped ! 

Fireless the sick in the city, 

The grass of the Iambs is lapped 
, In snow, Sweet Saviour, pity 1 

* 

But 1 , till the sleep is done, 

' Await, I shall waken soon, 

‘i I wait for a hnle sun 
» On my hands iced by the moon. 


TIN*. HOSPITAL. 

HOSPITAL I Hospital on the canal 1 

Hospital in July 1 

There is a fire m the room 1 

While ocean liners Now their wliiatle on the canal 1 


(O 1 do not come near ihc windows ') 

Emigrants are crossing a palace * 

I see a yacht in the tempest * 

I see flocks on all the ships * 

(It is better to keep all the windows closed, 

One is almost sheltered from the outside.) 

It is like a hen-house on snow, 

You are going with a woman’s churching on a stormy 
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You have a glimpse of plants shed o’er a linen sheet, „ 
Thtit, is a conflagration in the sun, 

And I cros* a forest full of woundtd men. t 

O! now at last the moonlight 1 


\ )d of water rise* in ihe middle c*f the room ! 

A troop cl little girU h ilf open the duo* 1 

I catch a gl npsc of Iambi on an island in the meadows! 

And of be Lutilul plants on a glaucr 1 

And lilies in a marble vestibule ' ' 

There is a festival in a viigin loreit 1 
And an oriental vegetation in a cave of ice 1 

Listen • the locks are opened ’ 

And the ocean liners stir the water of the cfiLnaLi!&* 

* j j • 

► v i 

O ! but the sister of charity puking the fire I *' * 

4 

4 

All the beautiful green rushes of the banks are on fire ! 

A vessel full of wounded men rocks in the mcft&light t 
All the King’s daughters are in a bark in the storm ! ' 
And the Princesses are going to die in a fieljd bf hemlock 1 

3 

4 

() f do not leave the bailees ajai ’ 1 

Liitcn : the ocean lmci 1 - '-till are blowing thfeir Whistle on 
the horizon 1 ■" 


Some one is being poisontd in a garden * i y. ‘ 
People arc banqueting in the house of their enemies , 
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TheY< ate stags in a town that is bcsic b ed • 

Afl 4 * menagerie amid the lilies > 

Tbjfcrfc is a tiopical vegetation in 1 coal pit ’ 
of sheep is crossing an ir m bridge 1 
An<| the lambs of the meadow are cjming sadly ini > the 
foam I 

N$W tfeo Sister of chanty lights ihe limps, 

She evings the patient their meal, 

She ha^ closed the w indent s n 1 h e in d, 

And all the doors to the moon 


WINrt R U1 SlkLS 

I WEI I lor lip \\1 ■) e 1 lief 
Red no kiss s hath k icmn, 

And for k nging left to in m 
a reaped, nch li irvest of gnef 

Jhe ram must poi r and j our 1 

Or the sn »w is thick 1 n the sward, 
While crouching wolves do ward 
My threshold of dreams evermore, 

\ And watch in m> s ul ever M to lun£, 

4 With eyes in the pi^t nigh dead 
All the blood tn it of old was shed 
Ofla nbs^bn the hud ice dying 

Only the iik on with it rlnll, 
Monotonous 1 Inc s lights, 

While autumn the thin gris^ l lights, 
My longing with hunger ill 
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ROUNDELAY OI WEARINESS. 

I SIM* the dirges pile 
Of kisses lost and cold ; 

On life’s thin grass I behold 
Wedding of them that ail. 

In my slumber \oic^s sing ; 

I low nonchiKnt they are 1 
Vnd m streets without sun or star 
1 iics are opening. 

These things my heart desired. 

These fh >hts that back was d fall. 

Are the poor in a palace hall, 

And in the dawn candles tired. 

At the grim night's threshold I launch 
Mine cje-. far out, ind 1- now 
That the mo >n, with its linen slow 
And I ill c, my di earns will stanch. 


BURNING GLASS 

Ancifn r hours I behold 
Under regrets ripening. 

And fairer flora spring 
1 rom their stei is’ a/urt n uUci 


Desires blow thr igh my spun 

O glass upon my desires f * 

And the withcicd glass my soul href; 
When breathing memories stir it. 
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It grows with my thoughts for mould, 
And in the blue fleeing fist 
* I see the gnefs of the past J 

Their flower petals unfold 

My soul through inem lies gropes, 
heels the touch ( f ihtir 
Curtaining (lend in ilnn 
And greens with olhu hop* s. 



LOOKS Of IMS 

looks of po n, lire 1 c j i s! 

Its and mine 1 

that are no more ind those that shall be 1 
that never shill amve ind 111 >sc that not with 
i ^Ending do exist» 

$bm6 $$e(n to be visiting tin. [ oor on a Sunday , 

Some itit like sick pcopk with no home , 

SomeaVe like Iambi main adow covered with linen 
And these unusual looks 1 

There ate some under whose viult arc people watching 
,Ejbe execution of a virgin in a closed room, 

And$dme jhat make one think of unknown melancholies > 
at the windows of a f ctory, 

OrSjgafdener who has turned weaver, 

Of^SUftiaxer afternoon in a museum of waxen images, 

isrhts of a queen who watches i siek man m 
^iMrffcrden, 

Of WWOUtiOf camphor m the forest, 

Of princess up m a tower, some festal day, 

Ofwfipig for a whole week on a warm < nal 
JafiSjul those who come out with shot steps like con 
* -|l#tyscents at harvest time ' 
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Pit) all tho c ( who lork h 1 e children gone astray at 
im.il time 1 

Pity lhfce ; es t f til v inch 1 nnn who look&upa$ih$ 
•*ur s eon, * , 

Ills looks like It its un 1 r th storm ' 

Pity the loot s ot ll l tc m| tul virgin ' ^ 

(O' nv r-> I ndk d s -»n t< the. in the darkneSbt 
Vnd the v in nt dt 11 mu 1 ll e li j ills') * 

Ami tht 1 oks i f iht mi m wli ) sun umbs r iL 
Princess 1 anelontd m swarn^L without an issue ( 

An 1 thes e>es where in vessels in full sail vanish ht by 
the tempest' 

And the ply of \U (he c looks which suffer W^th ttQt 
bein,; otlu rwhort ' 

And all the suffumgs mdislinci and >et diverse * 

And these tint never am me will un lei stand * 

And these poor 1 >oks ni^h mute ' 

And these | oor looks tint whispc r' 

And these [ cur tilled l >ol s ' 


Here in our m 1st one thinks one is in a castle which 
erves as i h spit il ' 

And so many othc is 1 >ok like tents, lilies of war, on the 
convent’s narrow lawn ' *■* 

And so many others look hi e wounded **nejn being 
tended in v hot h >use 1 

And s man> others Icck 'll a sibler of cha^lfyjWR afl 
oc an liner wher° theic an sick ' s A 

O ' to have seen all thc c t looks 1 

To hive t iken all these 1) )ks into oneseP 1 * 

And to ha\e exhausted n me in i ueling tliMU f 
And henu forth not to le able aiy more to cl6& my 
eyes' 
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THE SOUL IN rilK NIGHT. 

My soul in the end is tired , 
Tired of her sad, sad state, 

And of being undesued. 

Sad and tiled 1 await 
Your hands upon my face. 

» 

1 await your pure hands, still 
As angels of ire might be, 

Till they bring the nng to me 
On my face youi fingers dull, 
Like a treasuie undci the sea. 


I await their healing deep. 

Not to die in the sun. 

To die without hope in the sun ! 
They wash my burning oj’cs, 
Where so many poor ones sleep. 


Where so many swans on the sea, 
Are stretching, lost on the main. 
Their necks morose in \ain. 

Where along the gardens ol winter. 
The sick break roses m rain. 


I wait for your pure fingers yet, 
f Like angcK of ice &ic they, 

I wait till mine eyes they wet. 
The withered glass of mine eyes, 
Where the tired lambs are astray ! 
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I 

Inio a cave the maul she threw, 
A sign upon the door she drew ; 
The maid forgot the light, the key 
■ .*11 down into the sef. 


She waited while the summer went: 
More than seven ycais she was pent. 
Every jeai a stiangcr passed. 


She waited while the winter went; 
And while she waited, waited yet, *, 
llci hair the light could not forget.^ 

It sought the light, and found it out, 
It glided through the stones about,,- 1 

And lit the rocks that held her pent' 

* 

< 

One eve again a passer-by, 

He knew not what die jadiancc 
And dared not come amgh. 


He thinks a pt'r’.cnt is foretold, 
lie thinks it is a well of gold, 
lie thinks the angels are at play. 
He turn's aside, and wends his way. 
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11 

And if heconu buk some lij. 
What shill lx t 'iul to him 
One for him uuLcil, s i) , 

4 Until her t > i< w «ii 11 

And if i;un lu pil \ 

And tl i<l iu>t 1 n w m i i r« ? 
^lke a si kr in net n il , 

i * He mi’lit I c ^u(l mi z ''on. . 

^ 1 

And if he won I 1 |> InM 
?* -tWhere you ut. dwclhn ▼ n >w ? 
{live him n>> nn ^ r I 11, 

And bend jour sd nl hr >w 

Attd if he i i ■» the 11 k s tu I , 
And see. tiu du-^t i i tin* lie or? — 
Show him the lamp s [mrnt wick, 

* £)how him the open dot r 
* 

And if his list Ik jth, 

r And ask how >ou fell v»l ip?— 

Tell him I smiled in death, 

*For fear lest lie sii uld weep . 

* s<w 


nr 

t TlIRBB little mudins they Inve Inn, 
j&To find out whit tliur hearts cont un 

if 
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The first of them was brimmed with blisSp , 
And everywhere her blood was shed 
1 or full three years three serpents hiss. 

f 

'Ihc see ind full c f kin Ints^ sweet. 

And everywhere lier blood was shed, * 
rinct land i thice h v e T rass to 

l he thiul wi full if pain nd rue, 

\nd everywhere h riilo id was shed, \ * 
hree ^ era plum watch three years through* 

IV 

In it miitK wiLh the b indaged eyes 
(Do ofl the bind-* of gold) 

I he mai Is with the band iged eyes 
Are seeking ttien destinies . 

'Went in at the no m of day 
(keep mi tlu binds of gold) 

In i the gLte went thty 
Of tl e palan of piairies gray 

I.ife saluting then, 

(Tic cl >se the binds of gold) 

I ife saluting then, 
liny nrwr cum _> it again 


i 

Thf three 1 lind sislcis, Vi 
(Let not our h ne grow cold; 
The three blind sistt rs 
Have their lamps of gold. 
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Into the towt r they climb, 

(We, >ou, and they) 

Into tht, tower lh<y climb 

Wait till the sLvtnth di> 
s 

Ah ' said the hi l >11 

(Still hopes the liLiib and Ji to ht") 
Ah ' said (he first i n< 

I can hear oi^r I Ills 

* 

^Ah 1 said the ecou 1, btndin^, 
(They, you, md \\i) 

^ Ah 1 said the seeon I, l ending, 

* It is the King aseendin 

Nay, sai 1 th an tin \ 

(Still be our ( iri^e tc Lit) 

Ifay. said the s iijiiIk t 
*■ Oui lights I i\t li ^onr tui 


\ i 


oT«* seven vngins of Oilun mile, 
When the fury had pissed iway, 
JWwuseven virgins of Orlaniondt, 

^ ^SCtUght the gales of d ly 


ijSSflve lit the wick of their seven 1 nterns, 
^ Ha/e opene 1, llight by flight, 
cThe door of full foui hundred eh imhers, 
But have not found the light 
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They come unto the sounding taierns, 

Go down, wnh coui age cold. 

And in the lock of i closed portal 
J ind a key of radd 

Thr u^f I lie chinks ihty ‘•ec the ocean r 
riity Li l. ifi id of death 
Dat( n >t o|u, knock it (l t. poital, 

\\ ith hited I r i(h 4 

\ il 

Mil li ul thri diadems of t^olel, 
lo whom did she cue them ? r 

Does one unto her patents bring • 

And they hwi l otu,ht three reeds of gold,- 
And kept it till Lite S] ring. 

Giv s one unt j liLr 1 i\Lrs all 

An I they have b tight three nets of Silver, 

And kept it till the 1 ill 

One she t j her children brings : 

And they lia\e bi ought three iron rings, ^ 
And chnned it up the Winter long* 


Towards il palace she c ime— 

The sun \ is scarcely rismi T —V 
1 owards the palao he came, 

The knights all gazed, surmising. 
Silent was cveiy dame. v 
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She stopped before the gate— 

*>.-The Sun was scarcely rising— 

She stopped before the gate , 

They heard the Oiu.cn descending, 

^Ad the King questioning hei 

** n* 

WherO aie you wending, where arc you wending?— 
One scarce can s c, take catc- 
Where arc you wen ling when, arc >ou wending? 

Odes some one w t ift In \u Lhcrc ? 

But she made answer net 

She came down toward tnc Sfiangcr,— 

Take care, one scarce cut cc — 

$h&Came down toward* the Stranger 
The Stranger Kissed (he O icen, 

No Word did cither saj, 

But Went straiglilwi). 

The King at the gate w * weeping 
Take care, one scarce can set 
The King at tin gile w is weeping , 

They heaid the (Jul n dej tiling 
They^ heard the leives 1 mu weej u 


pf¥0V have h; lltd th lamps,— 

O 1 the si i in I In. to irden 1 
Yoy have lighted tlie limps. 

The sun Lhrough the Assures si nils.. 
Open the gates of the ^arden 
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The keys of the doors are lost, 

We must wnt, we must wait 'll ways, 

I lie keys arc fillcn from the tower. 

We must wait, we mu t wait always. 
We must wait for other days 

Other li\s shall open the doors, 

The forest keeps the 1 >1 s 
Around us hum thi holts. 

It is the li^ht of the d id leaves. 

Winch burn on tlu doors thresholds, . 

The other days ire wearisome, 

The other days are also shy, 

The other di\s will never come. 

The other days shall ils i die, 

We too shall die here by and bye. 


\ 


I ham sought for thirty yeais, my sisters* 
W hue hides he c\crP 
I ha\c sought for thirty years, my sisters,* 
And foui 1 him ne\er 

1 line w liked for thirty years, my &i 
Tired art* my feet and hot 
lit was t erywhcie, nn listers, 

1 \ishng ,i r 



1 h hour is 1 m tlie en !, my sisters* 
Take oil n 3 shuon ^ 

The evening is dying al u, in} bisters. 
My sick soul will swoon 
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Your years aie sixtt.cn, my sisters, 
The far plains are l lue. 

Take you my staft, my sisters. 
Seek also you 


GEORGES MARLOW 

1§72 - 


WOM1 \ J\ R] SION VTION 


MQn Your poor hand 1 lerccd 1 > the nul, 
With hope s 1 in chntpng, the ol l 
Women ha\e it tc 1 then cold 
Souls without feeling an 1 /rail, 


In the hush \ou ar Irtamint, in 

This night, j.otxl I 1 1 1 Ami they si 1 
To the prodigals u indcnni 
In the wildernesses of sin 


tW are sa^intj, these \ mc 111 pun, 
rThey must sidki long until 
n The heavcnlv diwn shall I ill 
^lL£ir songs with l rightness il, tin 

‘That since ’S Oil liaac wept ibove 
' sins of the ma 1 human n 

Tney mus wash with teats the r fact 
And pray to \ ou long in love. 


1 
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On Your poor hands pierced by the nail. 
With hope’s long clinging, the old 
Women have rested lheir cold 
Souls without feeling and frail. 


SOULS Oh TIIK KVKNING. 

Vjin k the spindle merit ly sings. 

Old women sing your coinplaint. 

The gas-lamps are misty and faint, 

Ancl the night to llie water clings. 

t 

Now Jesus walks where greens 

The dark, cobbled alley, and rests 
His poor, pierced hands on the breasts 

Of dreaming Magdalcnes ; 

A Sr 

And oJ every orphan child. 

And of houses holy with prajci, 

Mary Mother ha-. ( are . 

Sing, Jesus meek and mild 

i 

Stand-* in your doorwajt,' gloom, 

And hears jour hymn beseech . . * 

Lei the honey ot Ill 1 - 'prech 

Your desolaK hearts j>tiUnite 1 - 

The Shepherd ot straying she*, p 

Shall lead you home to the told . .V 

But your soul, old woniLit, must weep, 
Remembering its wound" of old. 
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Love, and ihe heart’s long burn, 

' ' The wounds of hope ever sick, 

. And childhood’s dreams falling quick, 
,Shed and dead turn by turn. 

1 

Lord, on old women have pily, 

Whose soul, fair fragile toy, 

Touched by the kiss of the city, 

Dreams of the sun of joy f 


ALBERT MOCKEL. 

1866.— 

THE HIKE. 

Slender, and so virginal, blit why not somewhat 
languid? —her casque of gold' n hair i"i starred sometimes 
with mellow sparks, and mellow is her mauve silk dress 
soft in its folds. 

She is all music, in the music of her movements 
bathed, they also soft with pensive grace, and very slow 
with-suppleness that undulatmgly unrolls. 

An^ evening party. She has danced, she dances still. 
Men aaifyand fair have come and led her off, under the 
chandeliers in this insipid music, insipid, and amusing 
her.- Much has she danced (O all this light r ) and feels 
a little 1 weary, weary. Ves, several waltzes; of her 
partners on5/ could talk, or nearly comd;— but he is 
< v Ugly* and his fish eyes middle-class. The other, on her 
p|C£kaBpsic next, is far more handsome, surely * his keen 
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eyes hive metallic glints, his hair is glossy black; ha is 
Italian, is he not, t r else fri m Hungary ? 

Ah i here he comes 

Two he-ids incline t she tal c m arm they waltz* 

This wait/, it rolls with a voluptuous rhythm, in 
harmony with tl rhythm of the Girl, like convoluted 
masse, musically vapirous and very heavy, volutas 
withoi i end and citivc < i curve They dance, then 
curves J ive trices ot care si in the ur, their undulations 
ait a i t lascivious music %Jic? she is very tired, she 
has m ength is on hci cavaliei she leans * her thought 
is vague, si vagui al ng the twining curves, vague 4 n 
volutis withe ut end, an ] with the contours o i their 
curves These curves ut turning round lasciviously; 
she thinks no mjie, she turns, she turns, she ufldglates 
in nr an 1 in the musics 1 isscs, tickled by ^thethlng 
drunken, by this air winch brushes her, this ball S— *$he 
shivers 

Now nothing more, her eyes see nothing; things that 
turn, vague tilings volulas v iguc without an ena, and 
curves that dug her on m velvet lhythms But all the 
things irouni 1 cr turn Id vaguely, t jo vaguely cycle* 
linn barbaur mad ill of i turning turning; and if 
she lool igain he will l e sure to fall 1 

The wait? continue s and lasciviously rolls, rollff in the 
dizzine s of tuinin^ things, mid cycles, and all this 
softntss, curves tint lin^insli lit to swoon* 
and t flee the rnzy di//ine s of al 1 these vagltc &$d 
mni mini i nt thu is it \c h r life she ket$>S her 
look on him lie jliigis Ins deep 1 ?Wti into thlt great 
vague cyts befort him intil he t t m shuddering 
This man, Ins ry cs ar slunii li lively beautiful* th$y 
shine with gleams fan islic md from thety fluid comes 
pervert d charm, burning an 1 d minaiin^, almost animal, 
and with a glaucous ^hnt Ihit trouble^ her 



Albert Mochti. 


107 


This Well nigh bestial look upon a somewhat pensive, 
handsome face . And it is she, she Ashamed, 
in Spite of all her dizziness, she lakts away her eyes from 
him Who seeks to conquer her But .ill is turning, all 
these things, these viguc things turning, turning O too 
much! she shuts hf r eyes to see them not, sht could not 
open them again, the rhythms ln.ai her onward crossing 
one another, brushing some lascivnis curvt again, the 
vagueness, O such viguenes ni ih<- cra/\ tyiles and 
lascivious curves that ravish )ui DcliciU titillition 
like a feather s sudden tnmh cltdnfio her, Inlffunting 
and surrendering she fl« its hkt Pol^am «m lus um, this 
arm, that like a very soft and 1 owr*fuI billow hears and 
cradles her; sweetly, irre istibl) circsses her, bearing 
her Onward, circling her with a voluptuous embrace, 
and M . no, no ' his eyLs through her closed lids she 
feels them, and then gluuiis flame that pierces, 
conquers her lhis ghurous look, this virile and 
determined look, it weighs u] on hci, haunting the soft 
eddyings of the wait/,— md is not this a breath that 
brushes her, the stifle 1 wirn th cf a desiring breath, 
man’s breath on hci neck 

But the waltz bears her on in whirling, vague, 
voluptuousness. 


" T{1E SONG DJ ivl INNING WATI I< 

<4 TttB light til'll my embanking mei low lives 

Qter me like 1 pun 1 111 !< w gink 

Naked v its limpid \n 1 tnns| uent a\c , 

It is the magnifying 1111 lgc wherein I 
Am the diaphanous shadow of the si v 
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O beam ! . . . O dream of fire that fills me . . 
lie, my heroic vow that with emotion thrills me, 

Comes ! . . but when his flame has lapped me wholly, 

Prom over me he n 3 es, fleeing slowly, 

And in my being I can hear a being die. 


Beautiful is the forest, who-e 
O’er-leaiiing lea\es temper my languid heat, 
Stripped 1 v the wind ot gold ha strew-., 

And inyri.i leaves arc from each other singled, 
Dancing to fall upon their glancing selves, 

And playfully to emulate the frivolous deceit 
Of a bird's pinion with my waters mingled. 


Breezes, trills of songbirds warbling wiLh a breast that 
wells, 

All that lives and makes the forest ring retells 
The melody I murmur to my tall rccd-grasses, 

Aery music that its spirit glasses. 


O forest ’ O sweet forest, thou inviLest me to rest 
And linger in thy shade with moss and sfiavegrass 
dressed, / , 

Imprisoning me in swoon of soft caresses „ , r ’ 

That o’er me droop thy dense and leafy tresses*; 


But on I glide, I go, and, betful, 

Pass under thee, gliding away my life forgetful. 

The evane'-''"-* ul, the soul whue thou weit glassed, 
Padcs, and leaves my sealed eyes nothing of tho past.\ 
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Faifaway from me are gone 

All the glimpses that upon me shone 

To other forests anti to oilier lights 

Shaking my hair from fall to /all, from spate to spate, 

I glide with hands untied, and imply eyed, 

With endless hours that fetter and control my fate. 


Wandering shadow oi a reverie l> inked and pent. 

Sister of all those whonrtny w.ni’i 1 ntiap, 

Intangible as a soul, and, like .1 soul, 

Unfit to seize, I roll 

Garlands of'scattered memories, who^e scent 

Dies in a bitter sap. 

\ 

And neither who I am nor whence I am I know . . . 
Under my fleeting images live* but one bring. 

That winds with all my windings whither they are 
fleeing . . . 

O thou whose tired feet I have bathed, and licrvy brow, 
And the caress of avid hands, — 

O passcr-by, my brother listening to me now !— 

Hast thou not seen, from the waste mountains’ threshold 
to my far sea-sands, 

Born and reborn in me, sliong as the whipped flood-tides 
of love’s emotion, 

The broad, unbroken current rolling me to the ocean? 


Hast thou not seen, force without end, immortal rhythm 
and rhyme, 

Desire impelling me beyond the bounds of Time?” 



no 
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F\ i ry Innd that touches me I grtLt 
With ki t i welcoming, cnies^'. sweet. 

Thus in my ciy I \\ ■» n iked lie auiy [ — 

With noLhing sav<. a little gold a on my lips 
tlve -- 

Cji\c i >sell wholly to iht ii^mth unknown 
That ks the binning ol my own. 

Queen of joy,— queen and slave,— 

Mistress that taken passes on agun, 

Mocking the lova she throws to still 

Desire, I have blown madness at my pleasure's will 

To the four winds that rave 

Say you tint 1 am vam 3 
List 1 

I am feeble, scarcely 1 c\i t 

Vet listen ; for 1 can be eveiytiling. 

This mouth, th it novtr any kiss could close, 
C’apriciously in sub'It tires it blows. 

The jewelled garlands of a shadowy blossoming. 

Tulin of gold or ruby, dense 

(dorolla of dark purp'c opulent , j. 

Stem of a lilnl diamon 1 ** 

I lowered upon a limpid pond 
That nothing save the l) ak of wood doves troubles, 
I am sparkling, I am si > ^ing,—and I laugh tb see, 
Ascending in this colourless »oul of me, * 4 
As might a dream, a thousand iridescent bubbles^ 
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For the lover drunken on my lips that hum, 
Whether he poui in turn 

The wines of gold iml flame or lo\c > wave to 

my rim, 

Drinks from my soul for cur slran;e lo him 
A queenly splendoui m the i iditncc of tin skic , 

Or fury scoicluntr wheic tin haimful rub> Iks 
I n the bitter counsel of my jt ilr us toj i/es 

And, tears or joy, delin im, daring drunkenness, 
From all this passion tli u lo his is married 
Nothing of me will uish unto his an 1 
Lifts, save the sinq le 11 1 the limpid light 
Wh ose gleam is wedded t j my empty chalice 

What matter i 1 have ,ivcn De ne his cloudland 
palace, 

And on iny ct iiitcs in s 1 m breast 
Love lets the 1 ope of I haphinous lhght 
Languish, and softly icsi . . 

And I laugh, tin ft tgin, frivolous sister of I ve 1 
Forme in nights of in t Inc s thunk in hinds upheave 
Higher than all fore he i Is to the constellated skies, 
And then I am the ud I n stai of Iks, 

That into troubled joys daits deep its radiant 
gleam— 

The aweet, ptrluiious happiness of Diciin 


TIIE CHANDELIER 

JEWELS, ribbons, naked necks, 

And the living bouquet Lh\t the coinage decks; 
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Women, undulating the soft melody 
Of gestures languishing, surrendering . . . 

And the vain, scattered patter of swift words . . . 

Silken vestures finding, fires bright, 
hurtive converse, gliding giant ci, futile kiss 
Of ryes that (lilting ru"ml alight like bird 1 -, 

\nu (lee, and come again roijurthshly ; 
laughter, . nd lying . and all 11}mg away 
To the str'T'i that ‘■pin the fiivt^mis swarm aiound. 

Lo, here the bnriimg beauty of a rose 
Has fallen . . 

And feeble in its wasted grace it lies, 

Exhaling its bruised loveliness, the while, 

Like Lou 1 among the smiles. 

It dies. 

Eddying skirts, gay giddiness . . ihe festival is closed. 

While somewhat of imea'.iness still palpitates, 

No void subsists of vanished voices ; 

And nothing on the stained boa ids lias remained 
Except a stem, a chalice, —once a rose. 

but the forgotten chandelier, whose grandiose soul 

Unto the eyes of beauty dedicates 

Its glorious sheaf of fires without a goal, *' 

In halls deserted charms the solitude 

That nascent morning Mieds his pme breeze olex* , 

And the dnvn weaves afar d > threads ot bght. 11 „ 

• ■ • • * * ^i r 

Know you that m the Oriei :, simple, earnest bright, 

She whose burning soul immortal shows 

An^os 
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. 0 light' 

4 

Down yonder, in the dcepci solitude, 

She who is born, and dies, and is renewed. 

Life passionately ris< s under the sUy * 

The ileeing wave lu« inmnred in its lift n 
The young smile of tin. «;nldui n« mi, 

That comes across the phiii wlen wtn.il and i>c 
Grow green, and with the MoinU iLtwii intertwine . . . 
Behold: consumed undei Jhc* ndi\ dune 
In which its glory’s and Inme . \liausts itself, 

The chandelier is paling at hr hieatli of Death, 

And burns its throes uni in the Uua of the Sun 


“'V, Till': ANDKL 

> 

Some one here lias gonr to ( kep. 

While yet the sun i*. nr the lit iven s rim, 
Under the shadow's of dunuil iIia creels. 
Innocent, tired, ujicni the happy grrss he rests, 
And the shadow, scarcely movin'; o»er him, 

4 Prolongs around his sit 1 ptin In m <»! night 

Who is this child thus dawning on our sight 3 
Is it to any one among \ou Unown 
Whence comes this ,idole*a i.i , w lute 
Traveller, who has lut(< d wuh us m the night ? 

% s 

“ jf 1 * 

Comes he'from seas afai, 

Where islands arc ? 

Or from unkempt 

Forests, or^rom sterile plains, 

Who$e vast ness ncvci am man has dieai it? 
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Naked and while is he. The stones lhat clot 
The road, his feet and knees have wounded not; 
There is upon his brow something we dread . , . 
Whence counts lie, with his beauty diglit, 
lie who h.is ]« ilud with us in the night? 

Ill', hair is Eipicnd 
Like a wave of light : 

His <-! sed hand holds a flower unknown; 

And his white of an enclranted thing 
Is liki 1 cloud scape doubly shown 
In waters mirroring 

O brothers, take 

Care that his sleep ye do not break I 

h ' 

But what a snow is this that trembling gleams 
brail on his dank, and Limes him in our sight? v 
And these strange beams. 

That like a white and scintdlnnt raiment drape 
Ills limbs in folds ol light ? 

O brothers 1 1 have «ccn . . . It is a wing . . . 
Look ye : this is, immoital shape, 

An angel slumbering. 

In the light morn, where flic holm its shadow flings, 
The wanderer adown Heaton's azure steep , 

Ha^ closed his m^tic wing-*. 

An angel here has g.me to sleep ' * ^ 

Never a movement movers 
To trouble the transparent, limpid air; 

NoL a leaf shivers . . . 

It is an angel sleeping there. 


j * ■ 
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What silence ! O what, calm without an end ! 

Whence did the stiangcr unto us descend ? 

Did he, a weak, frail enemy advance 

Before the One who strikes, and wills us pi one? 

Or wCrc theic monsters to he uveilhiown. 

Some day of courage blind, jnuud with his lanrc, 

And then his wing grazed JA 1 1 tli 

But no, lor will) a smile his mouth uiic *■ u . 

And in the silence he icpo*t 

• 

O let us whisper ! Let the shadow’s dome 
Lengthen the hour of sleep with its fresh gloam 
Perchance his soul lo\e«l space, but tender 
And human still, grew weny of ilie bare 
And ^rid splendour ol unvaulted air, 

And all this sun-^wept eiliei limitless . 


Sad was his heart one da\, feebler his soul, 

His brow too he.ivv; and, without a goil. 
Wandering through deathh ss i.uhance loathing it, 
lie closed his eyes ahovi 
The dizzy vast of love, 

And, keeping at lus Hank his shamul wings, 

Down floating, on the earth aht 


But when, awakening, to hi* feel he springs. 
Angered, lus resistless wing* will soar and lly, 
Resounding through the A/urc they devour; 

And, virgin, with a supernatural, clear cry, 

He in the dawn will fade, in the infinite hour, 

Like the keen dream Liiat darts througn cosmos deeps 
When a flaming meteor leaps, 

And lights the worlds between. 
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HIE MAN WITH THE LYRE. 

No man kiumi ivliciuc, horn ver) lar, 

Came* a 111:111 who Imre .1 lyie, 

And hi.. were bright ns a madman's are} , 

And lie sang a ‘■ong i ! lm 
To llu* --liort shings ot hi-. I>rt, 

The love of women, and vain, languishing desire, 

Upon h: yrc. * 

IIi-s lyre was fiail, and flowered with roses pale; 

And ".0 sweet rose the voice of his breath. 

That as far as a man’s eye wandereth, 

From the mountain to the vale, 

From the valley to the forest, from the forest to the 
plain, - t 

Ran the young men, and the lasses sprang 
To hear the dulcet ^timn ol pain he sang. 

“ He's .1 proud unu,” said all the men. 

4 ‘ Like a soul speaking is this voire of his, 

So sad and tcndei, fit to make you swoon, 

His voice is like a woman’s kiss 1 ” - 
“ I lo !'* they said - said all the lasses then— / 

*■ He is a lover, with Ins lyre T ‘ ' 

Swceily he spc<\ks, so sweetly wiili his lyre, 

Wc fain would weep, and would l ^ dying soon. * . 

lhit now the singer’s voio has changed, lie sings' 

Upon the long chords 01 ins lyre 

The deeds of men, and flukes, and kings. 

Warring afar from Ophir lo Cathay, 
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And over all the earth in great array, 

And weapons shocked by which Lhi soul is rocked,— 
And golden oriflammes spread lo the breeze's breath 
To edebrate the joy of life in death. 

1 

41 O ! " the men, “Alas * ' the la^i 1 said, 

“ We understand no longer what you say. 

Your voice that soared, like any wing 
t Freed but now from thc^reat paradise. 

Has gone,—perhaps more proudly hovering, -- 
We know not in what country now it flics.** 

*• O 1 '* the men, “Alas 1 ” the lasses said 
And children, string by string, 

Cried under dazzled skies. 

1 

x 

1 * 

Now for his grave m m\ ' nice the singer tries 
The greatest chord of all the lyre. 

And to the gravest chord of nil lie sailh 
Hope that for very youth soars in a brent h, 

And stretching like a wakened boa-it desire. . 

And lo ! already, by the willows ol the river, 

Beautiful Joy who passes binding ciowns turns her aside. 

And suddenly tempestuous grief rings far and wide, 

Its strength awakening from the mystery of the chords 
Dream-voices that deliver . . . 

And lo ! our fists arc clench* d and leaping towards 
Death’s iron gates, and bruised recoiling 1 hence 

44 Holla !'** the men said ; and the 1 isses laughed 
■ M Holla 1 ” the men said, “surely he is d.itt 1 
♦ He sings, he comes we know not whence ; 

What would he have from us ? Wc have no pence 
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(And the lasses laughed.) 

** Follow,” tlie lapses said, “the werwolf we have 
started ” 

And men and maids stoned hnn with pebbles of the way, 
And, twining arms and waists, so glad and gay, 

Singing and laughing, all departed, 

Laughing and singing, laughing all the way. 

■ ■ « a 

Jhit no \ the solitude is moulding 
A long - isil folding and unfolding 

Is it an unseen angel’s touch ? As in the grey 
Silence might a phantom shape s, 

That comes, unrolls its raiment, ami escapes, 

A voice flees, when the breeze has touched and pas»ed^ 
And glides within the singing chords . , . 

As a light wind sings at a vessel's mast, 

The sweet Imalh mounting from the river towards 
The singer, binds a chant on the lyre's chords. 

It is a wmg wimklmg the wave, and in it glassed ; 

It is llie vague word moving Nature through and through, 
And which the human lip shall never speak. . 

And now it beais a soul into the blue ; 

And of a suddrn all the melody 

Kings out with such a grave accord towards 

The skies, that m ihe radiant deeps of ^pace the chorda, 

Magnified, no mm c-.n fathei how, » 

Have brushed Clod’s viewless brow * 


SONG OF TKAKS AND LU'CHTER. 

\ 

Two women on thi hill-sine -tood, 

Where the long road winch through the yrooclj 
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At dusk of day. 

One of them laughs, a-laughing glad ami gay, 

One of them sings, mocking all grimly rare ; 

The other moans, and sighs in her despair, 

The other sobs, crying her heml .iwiy 

“ ITo !'* (says the one) “swoi t glides the bice/c, 
My drunken heart upon it flees ,** 

The other moans, “-The wind Mows chill, 

My heart is O * so sad and ill. 

One told her story to the <;rn«-s green hill 

** Years and ycais gone my husband wi nt from me, 
(Upon the brceye my huelucr bounds and blows ') 
lie went to sail upon thr doleful sea, 

And Cod knows he his si iin his thousand foes. 

But let the drunken bie<./c he blowing strong, 
lie will come back with April's sun ere long, 

And we shall laugh at troubles o’er and done, 
Counting the golden booty he has won.” 

So glad and gay, she laugh* ard sings hei song 

And the other moans in sorrow' broken-hearted , 
The words are bu>kin m her \oice that grieves 
s.' 

V 

“Th 6 wind groans , my soul with soirow hea\es; 
My lord, my lu\er lie is l.ir dejmled 1 
His flesh with mine was 'me, 

His soitf and mine were blent 
And yet one day from me he went. 
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And on niy lips held out in vain, 

Like a dru,> hung on the rim 
Of passion's cup filled full for him, 

Is trembling "-till a kiss I gave not back again. 

h'.ir, far awav, upon tin, bloody plain, 

(O i in the wind the wailing wild of pain !) 
IVici'.ince lie fell and now 1 lie dies.—or some 
Wonun ha? with 1 k 1 love ln-> heart overcome, 

Soi i ■ womin’i c>c? have jjpbbcd my happiness. • . . 
Wui pain and love my heart is all forlorn ; 

I In ar my sorrow and the wind’s distress 
Jllcnl in the baleful blustei of the coin. 

I know ! Another woman'-, kisse? sever 
I lis heart from mine 1 but what is this disgrae$» x 
To me, the flesh of In-, flesh now and ever? 

Let him come back 1 I languish for his face. 

I.< ! linn come luck to where his Iruclovc lies, , 

* i 

And e\t ry d ly my lens for hnn shall race ■ ' 
Down on niy pal*’ hand? from my withered eyes/ 

“ llo 1 ” sj)s the on-', (t singing glad and gay), 
“Thy tear-, are at the wund's will borne away. 

See, in the v.iMey gieens the gracious spring; < 

The warbling hud is gkuldc mng the leaves ! 

O lei llie breeze blow fai thy voice tliat grieves,/ 
hor the' bria/e i? < uim , with p< rfumes on HlS witfig,/ 
And I lie im n<low blor'in •tuihrlhi April rain. ' 
JLmighlei 1 J kn,.i. n<> m<». I ir.i s and 0aio.” 

“Ah <i) the oil i, “ hoc* .in uickadny 1 M " 

i 

“O'” says the om. and laughing wends her way/ 
Two women on the lull-side, stood. 
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' And now, from the far fields and near the wood, 
Two wounded men come trailing up (he way. 

No standard waves its joy befure their face, 

No sturdy mule is beaiing their array. 

Alone, and slowly, up the path they pace, 

And, drop by drop, blood marks their every trace. 

And of a sudden crying from the branl, 

The blended voices t f two women pant; - 
And the wind mayjnoan, and laugh the brec/t, 
For grief and joy mingle their ecstasies 

* “It is my husband ( God, scarce li\cth he 
(My laugh is sidled dying in the brco/c ’) 

Alas ! it is my husband, tainting, bruised, 
prop by drop his blood has oozed. . . 

Curst be the hour my liuduml vent (rum nu f 
Curst, curst be God who hears and soo ( ’’ 

Two cries of women, fury and caress, 

Cry without hope and cry of happiness 

“ It is my lord, ali\e, my Imm di.ir 

(My tears arc dned, .ind on the brcc/e they flee !) 

O it is he indeed ' My lord is her<, 

Bruised, wounded, pitiful, wiOi panting bicath. 
But loyal to in> heart lint cpimicth . 

Blest'be the day gives my tuir ln\e tn m* ' 

And the wind nny moan, and s'ng ihe breeze 
For joy and grief h iw blent their cc lasit ^ 

For mirrored in the evasive wave .1; pears 
.A double brow ; an angel sleeps beside 



122 


Albert Mockei,. 


The waiting angel ; from the plaint I hat died 
Thanksgiving soars , and, mingling smiles with tears. 
Days with black jewels gem a diadem 
For glilleiing Night whence Death comes unto them. 


TIIK ETERNAL BRIDE. 

I UA’ ' dreamt thee kind, and dreamt thy careful eyes, 
Sisl 1 unknown, eternal bnol mine. 

Wile )f my thought, I have bent my mouth to thine, 
And slowly thou hast spoken, -in this wise : 

“ I Hash, I glitter, I fade 

Enjoy my love crc n llccs, 

But seek not where I have strayed, 

My trace is like sand on the breeze. 

My kbs falls on thy lace 
Bui I am unseen, a shade 
That passes . . . my kisses fade 
Like a wing that Hits through space. 


Listen, and think 1 I am she 
Who open-, thine r*)es in dream. 

I am the wonderful beam 
Ol a mystery unveiled t *» thee 

1 am lift! as the s in at heaven steep, 

And more Lli.m smoke 1 am light; 

And I glide enough the odours of pight 
Tu visit thee m thy sleep.” 
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THE BRIDE OK BRIDES 

0 THOU who hauntest my nights, Spectre of Time, 
immense, 

# Voiceless, eternal shadow, Monster for whose feet we 
hark. 

And peer for thy marrowless hones in vain tlnough the 
darkness dense, 

I know thou art near *ie . I tirmlilc, and w r ait for 
thee in the dark. 

O shame I Am I stricken will, tenor 3 Absolve with the 
calm of thy scorn 

My soul that is di//d) whirling under thy piercing 
eyes ! 

Vet once my forehead fancied, in its lender and radiant 
morn, 

That folded into thy bosom every suirow dies. 


I have hated thee in my tcirm, O I'licdes* ol Time, 
O Death. 

Thy fathomless angci swells ami rolls a mournful sea, 
And the flesh m the shock «>l thy billows wnthea, and 
with stifled breath 

Cries through the din ol ihy laughter, crying unto 
thee. . . . 

But'come f . • O Brule of embraces twined like an 
octopus ! 

I give to thy greedy heart a \ all ant and quiet heart,— 
Since it is>rue that Love scats out of Death as docs 
\A lily out of a coil of encircling serpents dart. 
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GEORGES RAMAEKERS. 
iC75—• 

TIIH TiriSTJ.K. 

RoOiki* on hcrblcss peaks, where its erect 
And prirldy leaves, austerely colei and dumb, 
Ilo 'i the slow, scaly seipciti in respect, 

The Jotlnc thistle, while the insects’ hum 
Sounds far off, rears above the rock it scorns 
Its rigid virtue for the Heavens to see. 

The towering boulders guard it. And the bee 
Makes honey from the blossoms on its thorns. 


MUSHROOMS. 

\Vn»/rni'K with hues ol corpse^ or of blood,— 
Phallus obscene or volva as of glue— 

In the rank rotting of the underwood, 

And those that out of dead beasts’ bodies grew, 
Fed by the effervescence 

Of poisonous putrescence, * 

Flourish the saprophytes in mould and must. 

1 'hints without 10 >ts ami v, .fh 110 leaves ol greeiV, 
Stalls without faith 01 hope they ihrttst s 
Protuberances rank with lust, 

Inert, venene. 

And if there is not death in ill of Lltcni, ' 

It is because some sect among them breeds 
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'From less putrescent wood fallen from the stem 
Of the Living Tree whnse scvcied hough stdl feeds 

fnthe autumnal thicket, thinm d 
Along its mournful archc* hy the wind. 

No longer to dead twigs hut sapwoud t|uuk, 
Corrupting trunks that time left whole. 

The recking parasites in million-, stick, 

Like to the carnal ill that gnaws the soul 
Of those who at the feel of women fawn. 

And Ilell has blessed their countless spawn. 

* 

j 

And though they cannot reach the surging tops 
Of the unshaken column') of the Church, 

In spreading crops 

The parasites with poison smirch 

And mottle with strange stains the fruit', 

*fhe Monstrance ripen* m the grove-, ot Rome. 

Trusting that ancient orchard's sainted root*. 
Whoever of the leprous apples eats 
Shall feel his faith grow dlikened with a gloam 
That filters heresy’s corroding sweets 

More hideous than saprophytes, 

And therefore for the sacrihge more fit, 

Upon the Corn and Vines took sit 
Minute and miserable paiasitcs ; 

And o’er the Eucharist their tiny bellies, 

To eat and crimson it, have crept. 

Their occult plague has for three hundred years 
Eaten the very hope of mystic ears. 

Wherever the Christian Harvester ha slept. 

And while, in the land of heavy, yell jw beers, 
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In the brewing-vat of barren exegeses ’ 
Some new-found yeast for ever effervesces, 
The saints whose blood turns sick and rots, 
Waiting till .1 second Nero shall 
For then cremation light a golden carnival. 
Behold then bodies decked with livid spoLs. 


GEORGES RENCY. 

1875- * 

WIfAT USE IS SPEECH? 

Whai use is speech, what use is it to say 
Words that without an echo die away. 

And only leave vain sadness after? 

All a forest of shadow rings with laughter, 

If thou but move th> hand to giasp at life 1 

My love, the pith on which we laugh with life 
Pales in a doubt befogged with roads that leads not 
thorough ; 

The night is triumphing with stars, towards to-morrow ! 
In the night, thou sajest, shadowy terrors fall. *■ 

Be undeceived, there i-» no night ■ 

There is only multiform, enormous light, 

And the stars are there, for thee to he <lrunk withal 1 * 


Till' SOURCE. 

Our feet kiss where the si urcc is glisfebing 
In the glad gloaming softening the trees. 
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Its waters murmur mysteries to the breeze, 
And we in ravishment are listening. 

The lea\es are paling in the twilight chill ■ 

A mystic something in the air is swimming ; 
Our eyes with happy tear-* are over-bnmming ; 
And now the source grows nmid, and is still 
The shadow makes the world so fair and hail; 
Wouldst thou not, like a banner on the gak, 
Be fain to shake thy lieau out tenderly?— 

But no, say nothing * silence is a veil 
For fervent thoughts that utterance only mars. 
Let us sit hand in hand, ind converse he 
Without a word under the peace of star*' 


Till: I'Ll STI 

O CARNAL love, life’s laughter 1 Under these 
Free Eden skies and on these blossomed leas, 
Thy kiss is on these budding lips of ours. 

The high grass is all gold, the drunken flowers 
Voluptuously languish, every one, 

Feverish as the eaith is with the -am. 


My heart leaps like \ beast of hght, and rears 
And madly o’er the royal road careers. 

Where my desire-.' pru<. smoh.i 1 altars au* 

Your flesh is quivLiing anil to mine replies. 
Dearest, and glassed within your great pale eyes 
Is Heaven immensely blue and deep and far. 


Kiss sfte ! The hour is sweet, and p 11 o our kiss. 
The deathless boon of living sings in ns. 



128 


Fernand Severin. 


Let us wilh ravishment delirious 
Possess each oilier, and in infinite bliss 
15 c boin knowing life’s mysteries ! 


1 nl 1 me .uid 1 i! n with \<>iU 1 »*»* taicvi, 

() hi)in in i'o Mi inked, f' ijui-,ite 1 
l am drunken w\h \iun du//hr r lo\^lincss, 

0*1 m ot j i.iti md Ixauly dower*, d with your 
^ oui bud ling Ik li -o m.iiulloirly pure ! 

* 

FERNAND SEVERIN. 

1867—. 

Tin-' (’IIAI'LHT. 

Ftun*i n a> fwii'/vOj/ff tHglatius "—VlRGlL. 

Mv forest, winter’s captive, I have seen 
Softly awakening under warmer breezes : , 

In bluer air my forest shimmering green 

Wafts down the wind the scent that in its trees is. 

1 £ 

An olden happiness, and yet unknown : 

Trembles niy r siniole hiai', these things beholding ! 

With pearls nl dew 'he burgeon* 1 boughs are strowft, 
Trembling, tins iwnmg hour, mv woods unfolding. 

1 

O Muses ' if so passion de a lo\e 

Survive these loaves 111 son t n of mine that please ye, 

Seek not to soften to the wrinkks of 

My brow the oak’s or laurel’s bough uneasy. 
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The leaves were quivering open, frail as flowers 1 
O ! let the light hough of this foliage, sinning 
With the cold tears of Night’s imprisoned hours, 

For ever he mine idle i,ihm , < nl wining * 

Be manlier brows by proiidt r [diet . swathed 1 
But I would live icimwnless, lonely he.uied, 

And to those virgin haunts rt tmr unscathed 

Whence my child’s soul hath nc\er departed. 


TIIE LILY Ol Tills \'ALLEY. 

I FEEL my heart fur ever d\ mg, bruised 
By all the love it never will li.ne used, 

Dying m silence, and with uvjcL b>, 

As simply as in cradles infants tin , 

Infants that have no spei t h 

O (Lid gnen In ail, 

Guarded by vigilant seraphim ihnu art 1 
Nothing shall soil thy natal i.umuil ’ Thou, 

Rest thee content with no kiss mi thy lmm, 

Save of maternal summer o\ cs and che 
In thy desire and thy wiginit) 

Thy sacrifice hath made ilitc shy and proud ; 

Thy life with very emptiness is bowed. 

Made to be loved, io\ed thuu shall never be, 

Though many maids would stretch their arms to thee, 
As to the Prince who through their fancies ndes. 

AlaS ! and thou hast nc\ei known these brides. 

To thee they come not when calm cvcuing fills, 

The pensive maids to whom thy longing calls ; 

And thoj art dying of thy lose unused. 

Poor sterile heart, my heart for e\er huiiscd * 


9 
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SOVRAN STATE 

Tv nights ini]<ure moans one with fever stricken: 

“ Lord ' let i maiden bring me, for I sicken, . 

Water ami gi >, es, and tgiench my thirst wifh them. 

S[irii g water 1 J riots ot a virgin vine ’ And Jet 
Jltr n di and virgin hands he on the fret 
Of j King’s lnow burnt bv its diadem.” 

O pitiful rrown upon a head so lowly * 

J)oes 1 he uncpiKl night allegiance show thee? 

Thou King of beautiful lands that never were. 

“ O stars among the trees ! O waters pale ! 

Comes the expected dawn in opal veil ? 

Pity tin 1 tired and lniuly sullerer : 

i * 

And giant me, Lord, after the night out-drawn, 

The sleep an.! boon of Thy forgiving dawn; 

And let Thy chosen heart no longer bleed*}” 

Rut answer makes the Lord in stern denial: 

“Leave ihou, for nobler verse, to pain and trial * 

Thy heart, the open book the angels read.” 


THE KISS Oh SOULS. 

Vou who have died hi me, you think you live ! 

Living, your sc pi am i.red gems and lilies shed ! 
Rut si '"'c the dream you were is fugitive, , 

Love, calm and sad, whispers that you are dead. 
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She that' you were survives m dreams. I pre^ 

Her virgin hands, I hear tbe vow-, she swears. 
Hath not this evening that old loveliness 3 

I seem to breathe the blossom, that she wtars 

HearNhad been beating long b< Tore they spoke, 
But eye?* had speech, and terdt r voltes ringing, 
Docile to love Idee perfect l)its, awoke 

The forest’s wondering echo u iLit tlieir singing. 

• 

A lovelier and a lonelier evening came ; 

The sun behind the breathless forest set. 

Who was it hushed our vi-icesi* Tor in shame 
v We bent our eyes down that by chance had met. 

The treasure of our hcai *s this one deep look 
Delivered^; ! Our secrets were in this 
One look exchanged that our two spirits took, 
j And wedded in their in-l and only kiss 


* HER SWEET VOICE. 

Her sweet voice was a music in mine ear; 

And in the perfume of the atmosphere 
Which, in that eve, her shadowy presence shed, 
• f Sister of mystery,’ Iri mbling I said, 

“Too like an angel to be what you seem. 

Go not away too soon, beloved dream ! J> 

Then, smiling as a mother will, she 1 eizcd 
My brow, and with soft hands, my fen r eased. 

u Still*thou poor chihl, tills childish tear of me 3 
Thy forehead furrowed by sad memory, 
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Arc the^e a shadow*'. hands that on it rcst ? 

A bright May morn u dawning in thy breast : 

Is it a phantom's von e that 1 oolhes thy gnef? 

Hut if my bi-.uily be beyond belief, 

Hreathc iK Ui: Inal odour * Part my hair. 

Anil take my \^ 1 1 away and make inc bare ! 

Thou canst not soil my wings, nor stain the snow 
Of il'O'.e frail flowers tliai m my garden blow ; 
Cun- in so fan an evening, spend the treasure 
Of i 1/ \cil* d loveliness m tky heart’s pleasure.” 

Thus sang the tender voice that needs must fade ! 
And in her kiss the soul was of a maid. 

Hut night came from the lim of autumn skies, 
Came from the foresl\ shallow, evil eyes. 


'I I IIs KEl-TJGF. 

Tins is nunc hour. Night falls upon life. 

1 must forego my part m men’s keen strife, 

With conqu 'ied step resigned I reach the door, 
Ueloved too late, where none awaits me moie. 

An autumn shudder through the clear, cold sky 
Runs, interrupting the monotonous cry 
Shed by a horn astray and desolate, 

Making me, langi idly, smile at my fate. . . . 

15 m all is said. N >-ighl moves me, in the gloant, 
Save the uneasy hope of tins dear home. 

She lives ; my lieari, and not nunc c\c, foresees. 
Ths. sweetness of the moon, spread on the trees, 
YeiU mote and more tins h ippy nook with peace 
And mystery that bids foreboding cease; 
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A counsel of Turret.fulness is cast 
Around me, something pensi\c, good, and vast 
And every step I take tlie more it thrills 
My soul which yet that ancient rjuarrel J1 1 K- 
Bik what shall summer storms betoken, when 
She breathes the autumn < dm bln.; longed for tlien, 
And only trembles feeling inemoiies stir 
Of hearts that loved her well and wounded her. 


NATO El. 

SLOW falls the eve ; the hn,u gra\c, profound 
The sweet, sad cuckoo makes the an resound 
With his two notes with s[ ringtide languor Idled , 
And the tall pines, hy eddying brci/es thrilled, 
Tremble, a& ocean echoes in a slull 
Else all is hushed. 

I walk with lie nl unwell 
Slowly the shadow on my path descends 
I loiter o'er lamihar fort-.* beiuL, 

Whose calm grows deeper with the darkening wed, 

O such a calm 1 led my own unrest 

Melt in the peace o( landscapes imhae aw ; 

And in the east eve dolhc^ with a/urc c heen 
The slender uplands with (Is* 11 billowing chain, 
Whose silhouettes slug 11. the distant plain , 

And on their tops tlimr 1 In dv ol forests glonns 
Through the thin \cil oi mi-»t tliat n« r them stieam^. 
And all is vague, the ideal form of tli ngs 
Shimmers dmne in deep imaginings, 

Gladdening the eye with giace mell d le ; 
Seeinglhcm, in the enchanted world wc dwell 
Of soulless, happy beings who possess 
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The calm wo cry for of forgetfulness, 

We who desire in desolate hearK that pine, 
Tins sovereign gift of peace that makes divine ; 
And most at eve, when cpucL nights of spring 
Enchant the sk\, the forest, arid the ling. t 
The forest's darkness sways me al its will; 

And with a holy and imfalhoined thrill 
I feet i di/zy longing grow in me: 

O nut ■ think ! nor wish ! O not Lu be ! . . . 


Tills MUMBLE HOPE. 

Ti vi% goes, poor soul, and sterile are thy vows. 
Alter our ouLwatrhcd nights and feverish brows, 
What do we know, save that we nothing know? 

Even as a child a buttcilly will cliasc, 

Ear have I s, rayed in many a flowering place, 

And here I tremble in the afteiglow. 

Vet not despairing in my feebleness, 

But hoping that the Master still will bless 
The will to do good that my efforts show. 


ELE< >\ORA 1 ) ESI E. 

Dols thy heart, T \ io t burn for thy Princess? 
Strive to refine tin obscuie tenderness, 

Of which she can accept the llowcr alone. 

Save it make nobler, 1 no love can own. ,, 
Cortes, among the gifts lint hate bestows. 

And the least lovely, as a pucL knows, 
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Some are an offered prey that pas>ions take. 

But there are others winch, if t>ei/ed, do break ; 
And of these supreme gills love is the best. 

If thou indeed dost love me, ’vvuie thee lest 
Thy heart forget the revue, nee it owes, 

Then may it love, and 111 love find repose. 


TII^ THINKER. 

O THINKER ! Thou whose heart hath not withstood. 
For the first time, Spring’s Ixauty 111 the wood. 

And who thyself wilt tnucfoic not forgive, 

Thy days have pissed m pondering o'er the meal 
Enigma man propons 1** In, lute. 

And books from life h.i\t inadi thee hmitne 

o 

What boots? Leave to the gods their secret >et, 

And, while thou lives!, I without regret 
The sweetness of this swiipR word do live. 


A sack 

11 a knows rlrrain" ne 1 u kepi their promise yet. 
Henccfoith without d» -in , without rcgiu, 

He cons the page of Mibri tenderness 
In which some poet, skilled in lile s distress, 
Breathed into olden, gtiloen vus ins sighs 
( Sometimes he lifts his head, and '< < ds his c’vls, 
With all the wonderment that wiv men know, 
On fields, and clouds that over fun sts go. 

And with their calmness sated is his thought. 
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IK Lnows how dearly fair renown is bought: 
Hr too, in earlier days of stinging strength, 
Sought that vain victory to fiiul at length 
Sadness at hi^ desire's precipitous brink. . . . 
Ot what a\ail. he thought, to act and think,f 
When human joy hohk all in one rapt look? 
Ill-, mind aL peace read* Nature like a book. 
He ‘■nules, remembering his youth’s unrest. 
An though none know it, he is wholly blest. 


THEN WHO AU 1 . WORN WITH LOVE. 

W 11 f* \, worn with iiniegi ncM.ilc delights, 

The kisses of fair youth', glow dull and sicken, 

They seek, fatigued with hope and outwatched nights, 
A bed of low that shall the senses quicken. 

White bed o. love with pillow** nch with lace, 
Caicssmg curtains sheltering drcande&s blisses. 

And, to grow bettei horn the bought embrace, 

Upon then wasted brows long trembling kisses. 

« i 

Calmer than autumn heavei. the eyes they crave. 

In which the b.lUrncs. ot in* irs •■hall vanish, 

Lips of a speech inip’^ionalf, sua ,r r 

\\ I licit tlicir sick bf'Mows ‘■hall .e-mage and banish, 

I.ovc* should be night, and I. hod f ngt {.fulness, 

Nevu with lollies of the pad u|>braided, ( 

Hope still renewed consoling the di dress ‘ i - 

Of dreams come true and in fulfilment faded* 
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Nor light, nor noise; but m the happy room, 

With tapestry the walls to sleep beguiling, 

To kiss the, long hands of the mistress whom 
A plain gown clothes, and \\ Jio is faintly smiling 1 

* * , 

Once they have seen her, am 1 to hcai her speak 
They hoped for her and Heaven, and knelt before 
her; 

But love's old burden make> their ^oul so weak 
That save with Mglft they ne\cr dare implore her 


Till: CliN TAUK 

Oft on my rural youth I dwell in fancy 
Ye gods who for our deepc-t feelings c ire. 

If fields and forests cvcrtimii* entrance nu , 

It is because you set my Imthplace ihcie. 

With what a love up-welling s\vu l and tender 
Upon the augusL face of earth mine cye> 
Lingered, and drank her solitaiy splciuloui, 
BaLhed in the radiant c of calm dimmer skies' 

All was excitement' Vullcxs nrhly lciimded ; 

The undulating, broadly bo ailed lulls ; 

The vast plains which tin x riled huri/on boundci 

Lit bv the sdvei flash of ie-flrsi nib 
* 

But you, ye forests, filled me mo.l with . i.v ing 1 
The pang I felt still to my mommy chases, 
When 1 lwnclcl your endless licc-Lop- w ivirig. 

As underneath the wind the ocean lit.ucs ' 



138 Fernand Severin. 

t 
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And at your wafted murmuring, I, to capture * 

Your leuthlevi vast, my arms would open dart, 
Crying in sudden, overpowering rapture : 

“The world is less immense than my own heart! . 

i 

Do not accuse of pride, O Nature 1 Mother ! 

My Heeling youth. Not vain was my unrest : 

Of all 'by mortal sons there is no other 

Hath 'rained himself more fondly to thy breast. 

\ 

The summer sun has scorched my skin, and daring 
Has chiselled on my face its stubborn force; 

In foaming Hoods I bathed, my body baring ; 

And on the mountains braved the tempests home* 

All manly pleasures that our being fashion 
In the rough shock of elements uncoulh, 

All of them I have Known with headlong passion ; 

With lust of struggle pulsed my arduous youth. 

Intoxicating wis the zest tlint thrilled me. 

What mailer if I let the fervour seize 
My quivering soul ? The bitter joy that filled me 
Whipped and exalted me, and left no lees. 

n 

For I had dreamt all phases * f existent e ' 

All that was frail ir>d pent in ■ le with scorn 
I caM. aside, and |noki d towards the d stance 

Where dawned the f: foi which u.y mind was born* 

a 

1 

Was it a vain dream ? <) yo^ luilaurs uniting 

With loving hoofs your rock', and herbless sods, 

1 ) }uu whose shape, a man’s and boast’s unitirig, 
Shelters a secret lire that makes you gods ! 
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• 

Youtwho quaffed life wiLh its abundance diunkui! 

Your transports I have known in olden dajs, 

In eveoings when, like you in silence sunken, 

I drove along the darkened forest w ays 1 
•• 

% 

Jjt me, ye savage gods, your strength was st t thing ; 
f And, when a sacLod madness through me ran, 

In the pent breath the foliage was breathing 
I deemed me one of >ou, I mortal man 


EMILE VERHAEREN. 

1855--. 

THE OLD MASTERS 

In smoky inns whose loft is reached by laddci 
And with a gnmy ceiling splashed lq shocks 
Of hanging hams, black-puddings, onions, bladder,, 
Rosaries of stuffed game, capons, gcc^e, and cocks, 
Around a groaning table sit the gluttons 
Before the bleeding viands stuck with forks 
Already loosening their waislcoat buttons, 

With wet mouths when from flag* 'eap ihc corks 
Teniers, and Brackenburgh, and Brauwer, shaken 
t With listening to Jan Steen’s uproarious wit, 
Holding their bellies dither mg with bacon, 

\Vipmg their chins, watching the hissing spit. 

Their heayy-bodied ilcbcs, with their curving 
Bosoms in linen white wit bout a stain, 

Arc going round, and in long jets are seivuig 
Wine thjt a sunbeam fdteis through tin pane, 
Before it sets on fire Ihc kettles’ paunches 
* The Queens of Tippling are these women, wnom 
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Their swearing lover's, greedy of their haunches, < 
Belabour as bellis their youth m bloom, 

With sweating temples, blazing eyes, and lolling 
Tongue that keeps singing songs obscenely gay, 
With brandished fists, hot lies together rolling, f 
Blows lit to bruise their carcases, while they,' 

Wi*h mouth lor songs aye ready, throat for bumpers, 
And !ilood for ever level with (heir skins, * 

Dance i to spin the llooi, they are such jumpers, 

And iitl their dancer as aroivitl he spins. 

And lick Ins face m kisses enciless seeming, 

Then fall with ransacked corsage, wet with heat* 

A smell of bacon fat is nr hly steaming 

From the huge platters charged with juicy meat; 
The loasN are passed around, in gravy swimming, 
Undci tile noses of the guests, and passed 
Around again, wilh frrsh relays of I rimming. 

And in the kitchen drudges wash up fast 
The planters to be sent back to the table , 

The drcssei bulge, ciowdcd with crockery ; 

The cellars hold as much as tluy are able ; 

And round the esUade where this agape 
In glowing red, from pegs hang baskets, ladles, 
strainers, and saucepans, candlesticks, and flasks. 
Two monkeys in a corner show their navels, 

Thinning, with glass in hand, on two twin casks; 

A mc ! low light on csery angk ‘ limmers, 

Shines on the door-knob, ilm.ugh tne great keyhole, 
Clings to a pestle, filter 1 - through the 1 immers, 

Is jewelled oil the mobster gain bowl. 

And slanting on the he «ted hearthstone sickenfe, 
Where, o’ei the emhcis, turns to hrowo the flesh 
Of rosy uckmg-pigs and fat cock chickens, 

That whet the edge of appetite afresh. v 
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From dawn to eve, from e\e to dawn, and after, 
The masters with their women revel lioM 
Women who play a farce of opulent hiughlei 
Farce cynical, obscrne, with sleeve^ upiolled, 

Ia corsage upt a flowering gojgc not bullin', 

,#Bclly fll at shaken willi jollity, I Might ejes. 

* Noises of orgy and of rut are gliding, 

Rumbling, and hissing, nil they ( nd m cries , 

A noise of jammed iron and of vi ^»ek lunging , 
Brauwer and Steen lil£baskets on their crowns ; 
Brackenburgh is two lids together clanging; 

Others with pokers fiddle gridirons, downs 
Are all of them, eager to diow then mettle ; 

They dance round those who lie with teet m nir; 
They scrape the frying-pan, they scrape the kettle ; 

And the eldest are the steadiest gluttons there, 
Keenest in kisses, and the last to tumble; 

With greasy nose they lick the casseroles ; 

One of them makes a nisty (i Idle grumble, 

Whose bow exhau-ts itself in cabrioles, 

Some are in corners vomiting, and others 
Are snoring with their aims hung round their *eat 
Babies are bawling lor their sweating mothers 
To stuff their little mouths with monsln teal". 
Men, women, children, all slutted full to bursting , 
Appetites ravening, and instincts nfe, 

Furies of stomach, ancl of throats alhirsting, 
Debauchery, explosion of uch life, 

In which these master gluttons, never sated, 

Too genuine for insipidities, 

Pitching their easels lustily, created 
Between two drinking-bouts a masterp., re. 
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Till-: COWNl'KD. 

In neckerchief and slackened apron goes 

The girl !o gr../t the cows at dawn's first p^ep; 
Under the willow ■di ule herself she throws 
To linish out h< r sleep 

Soon i die sinks she snores ; around her brow 
And naked toes the seeded grasses rise ; 

Her bulging arms are folded anyhow, 

And round them bu/7, the Hies. 


The insects that all heated places love 

Come llitting o’er the grass to bask in swarms 
Upon ihc mossy patch she lies above, 

And by her sprawling warms. 

Sometimes her arm, with iwkwaid empty sweep, 
Startles mound her limbs the gratified 
Murmur of bees ; but, greedy sLill of sleep, 

Slie turri'. to the other side. 


The heavy, llcsliy tlowers the cattle browse 
i iame in the sleeping woman as she dreams; 

She has the heavy .lowness of her cows, 
llcr eye with their peace gleams. 

Strength, that the trunk of oaks with knots embosses, 
Shines, as the sap does, m i.er; and her hair ** 

Is browner than barley m the fields that tosses, 

Or the sand in the pathways there. 
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Her hand,<; art raw, and rod, and chapped : the blood 
•That through her tanned limbs roll-. its waves ot heal, 
Lashes her throat, and lifts hci breasts, as would 
The wind lift bending wheat 

Noon ^ilh a kiss of gold her n -f surprises, 

' Low willow branches o’er hci sbouldus lean, 

And blend, while heavier slumber in her eyes is, 

With her brown hair their green. 


TIIE ART OF THE FLEMINGS 


ART of the Flemings, thou did it know them, thou, 
Who well didst love them, wen eh i i big ul bone. 
With ruddy teats, and bodies like dowers blown , 
Thy proudest masterpiece 1 - tell us how. 

Whether a goddess glimmers from thy painting. 

Or nymphs with dripping hair a shepherd sees 
Rising among the lonely indes, 

Or sailors to the sirens’ kisses fainting, 

Or females with full contours symbolizing 
The seasons beautiful, O glorious Art, 

These are the Masteries love-born in thy heart, 
The wenches of thy colours 1 gormandizing. 

And to create their bodies' carnal splendour. 

Naked, and fat, and unashamed, thy orush 
Under their clear and glossy skin ma ’r blush 
A fire of unimagmed colours tender. 
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They were a focussed light that flashed and glinted ; 
Their eye*, were kindled at ihc sLars, and on 
Thy canvases llieir Imsimis rn.e and shone, 

Ld c great boirpieK of flesh all rosy-tinted. 

Sweating with bwc* they rolled about a cleaning 
’i\l'd m the wood, or ha I lied linn feet in springs, 
W.idc in the thickets full ol noise (if wings, 

Satyr were prowling and through branches leering, 

And hut their legs, salacious, shagged, distorted; 
Their eyes, like sparks holing the darkness, lit 
Some leafy corner, their long mouths were slit 
With greasy smile-., their lustful nostrils snorted, 

Till, dogs in rut, they leapt to their bitches; these 
1* cign flight, and shiver coldly, blushing roses, 
Pushing the satyr oil the p.ut that closes. 
Squeezing then thighs together under his knees. 

And some, by madness nunc than his ignited, 
Koundmg dieir naked haunches, and rich flesh 
Of glorious cioups beneath a showering mcsli 
Of golden hnu. to wild assaults invited. 


You with the life wiLh which yourselves abounded 
t nnceived them, master-«. to r ame, with red 
brutalities of blond upon them slud. 

The bodies of your be luties richly . inded. 

No pallid women sum: in hsllcss poses 
Morosely on your can vase are seen. 

As the moon 1 * face shimmeis in watei'. green, 
Mirroring their phthisis and chloroais, ** , 
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With foreheads sad ns is the day's declining, 

•Sad as a dolorous music faints and the*;. 

With heavy-lidded, sick ami glassy eyes, 

In which consumption and dc^pur are pining. 

And fa^se, affecLcd giace o( bodies fuled 
Upon the sofas where then time they pi* , 

In scented diessmg-gowiii ol t dicta-.. 

And in chemises with a deal I ire bnkh d 

Nothing your bnishc m w i.f punlt d far t » 

Nor ol indecency, mu of tin me' 1 
Hints ofn runni"g and | Tvcrli d vice 
Which with its winking eye '.ur aiL debases, 

Nor of the pedlar Venuses whose diaping 
Of curtains of the tudnoj’cd chamber hints, 

Nor corners of a venal Ik di that glints 
In nests out of the low-necked drt>s escaping. 

Pricking, suggestive theme ^ you knew not, huntings 
Of shepherdesses m false p.istoials, 

No, nor voluptuous betls in hollow wails — 

The pulsing women, nndci-, of youi paintings, 

In landscapes bright, or w med on by pigt > 
Crimsonly clad m pmcllcd halls with gold, 

Or in the purplr sumptuoasness umolUd 
Of the god-guarded, mellow classic ugL-., 

Your women sweated health ; they u^r- 1 serenely 
Crimson with blood, and while with rorpulcnce ; 
Kuts they did hold in hashed obedieice, 

And led them at their heels wiih gedur queenly 
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Nor Greuzes ploughmen made insipid in 
The melting coluuis of his pastorals. 

So neatly dirs&ccl, so rosy, thai one laughs 
To see the sugired idyll tJiastenmg 
'I he pasti i l« oi a I.nn- ijuinze '■alon, 

H it duly, gloss, ,nul bestial — they aie, 

1\ i' cd round some market town in villages. 
They know ni/l them who in the next, 

Tint hold them enemies to cheat and rogue. 

Their fatherland ? Not one believes in it, 
Except that it makes soldiers of their sons, 

To steal their Inborn for a span of years. 

What is the fatherland to yokels? They 
See onl), in .1 corner of their brains, 

Vagut 1 v, the king, magnificent man of gold, 

In the biaided velvet of his purple robes, 

A s^eptir, and gemmed crowns escutcheoning 
The pam lied walls of gilded palaces, 

Guarded by sentinels with (asselled swords. 

This do th**y know of power. It is enough. 

And for the rest their heavy feel would march 
In clogs llnough duly, liberty, and law. 

In everything by instinct ankylosed, 

A dirty almanac is all ih^v read ; 

And though thi) hear tK distant cities roaring, 
So terrified are they by revolutions. 

That they are rivet .*d to serfdom chains. 
Fearing, if they should icar, the iron heel. 

Along the black roads hollowed out with ruts. 
Dung-heaps in front and cindcr-hcaps behind, 
Stretch with low loofs and naked walls their huts 



Emile Veriiaeren. 


147 


Under the buffeting wind and lashing i:un. 

Thjse are their farms. And yonder soars the churc^, 
Stained, to the north, with 00 /e of verdigris, 

And farther, squared with ditches, lie then hi Ids, 
Fertile in patches, thanks lo fnl manuie, 

And to tfie harrow’s unrelenting tcilh. 

There they keep tilling with their ulMin.ile hands 
The black glebe mined by mole-, and rotten with 
Detritus, pregnant with the aniumn’s spurn 
With dripping brow they dnvc the spade m deep, 
Doubled above the furAws they must sow, 

Under the hail of March that whips their back. 

And in the summer, when the upc rjc rocks 
With golden glints under the pouring sun. 

Here, in the fire of long and tori id days. 

Their restless sickle shaves the vast when' field, 

While from their wrinkled foreheads runs tin sweat, 
Opening their skin from shoulders down to hips , 

Noon darts its brayier rays upon their luado ; 

So raw the heat is that in muslin fields 
The too dry ears hurst open, and the beast-., 

Their necks with gidflies riddled, pant in tin* sun. 

And let November slow to die uirivc, 

Rolling his hectic rattle through deaf wood-., 

Howling his sobs and ending not his moan 5 ;, 

Until his death-knell sounds— still runs tin 11 sweat. 
Always anew preparing future ciops, 

Under a sky spouting from swollen clouds, 

While the north wind teais lug holes in the woods, 

And sweeps the broken stubble hom Lhe fields, 

So that their bodies soon in rum fall ■ 

Let them be young and conn ly, bioadly 'milt, 

Winter that chills, summer that calcines them, 

Makes tfedr limbs loathsome and th.'i lungs short- 
breathed ; 
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Or old, and bearing the down'Weighing years, 
With^lear eyes, broken back,, and useless arms. 
And horror stamped upon their hedgehog face, 
They slagger un.lt 1 the 1 inn-loving wind. 

And when Death uncus unto them its doors, 
Their t-ofhn sliding ipm the soft earth * 

3eerns Mily In c ont.Mii i fJijjigluu ' ■ !<■«*<I 


evening, when through eddying skies the wind 
Is whirling the swarming snow across the fields. 
Grey-headed fanner-, sit in leckonings lost. 

Near lamps from which a tin cad of smoke ascends. 
The kitchen is mdu nipt and slatternly : 

A string of dirty clnldicn by the stove 
Gorge the spilt remnants of the evening meal ; 
Mangy and bony cats lick dishc-i clean ; 

Cocks make their beaks ring upon pcwicr plates; 
Damp soaks the leprous walls ; and on the hearth 
Four flickering logs arc twisting meagre shanks 
Dying with hsil tongues of pale red ray; 

The old men s heads aie lull of biLter thoughts. 

“ For all the seasons uniemilting toil, 

Willi all hands at the plough a hundred years., 

The farm has passed Iron) father on to son. 

And, with good year and bad, ■unnains the same. 
Jogging along upon the bunk ot niin. 

This is what gnaws anil biles them slow tooth. 
So like an ulcer hate i' 1 1 their licaits, 

Patient and cunning h. * - with smiling face. 

Their frank and loud good nalure hatches rage; 
Wickedness glimmers in their icy looks ; 

They stink of the rancoious gall that, age by uv,e, 
Their sufferings have collected in their souls. 
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Keen aie they on the slightest gam, and mean ; 
Sinfce they can not enrich themsehes by work, 
Stinginess makes their hearts hard, their hearts fetid 
And black their mind is, set on petty things, 

And stupid and confounded before great; 

As they had never raided their c>es unto 
The sun, and seen magnificent sunsets 
Spread on the evening, like a cum Min kike. 


But kermessc is for them a festival, 

Even fojr the dirtiest, the stmgusf. 

There go the lads lo keep Ihe wenches warm 
A huge meal, greased with bacon and hoi saurr 
Makes their throats salt) and cnflames Ih. n thirsi 
They roll in the inns, with rounded guts, and ht\uU 
Aflame, and break I he jaw s and necks of those 
Gome from the neighbouring town, who lr), by (iod 
To lick the village girls too greedily, 

And gorge a plate of beef that i-. not then'. 

Savings are squandeied fui the gul nui ,t dance, 
And every chap must treat his mate, until 
The bottles strew Llic Jloor in ugly heap-, 

The proudest of their strength drain hug ' 1 hoci mugs 
Their faces fire-plated, flailing high 1 , 

Horrid with bloodshot i>r, iml (I,mini) mouth, 

In the dark rumbling u v< I, kmdh oni-, 

The orgy grows. A stinking mmc loams 
In a white froth along the* t austy clunk'- 
Like slaughtered beasts aio i* cling topii domed 
Some are with short ■acp'. stead) mg their gait , 

,While others solo bawl a song's retrain, 

Hindered by hiccoughing and \oimtmg 
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In brawling groups they rarrible through the town, 
Calling the wenches, catching hold of them, 
Hugging Llicm, shoving at them, 

Letting them go, and pulling them hack in rut. 
Throwing them down with flying skiits and legs. 

In the taverns -wheio the smoke curl's like grcy«fog 
And climbs to the ceding, where the gluing sweat 
Ofhealt. J, unwashed bodies, and their smells 
Dull wim )w-p.ines and pewter-pots with steam— 
To see h Utahons of couples rrow^ 

In growing numbers round the painted tables. 

It looks .11 if thur crush would smash the walls. 
More furiously still they go on swilling, 

Stamping and blustering and raging through 
The cries ol the heavy piston and shrill flute 
Vokels in blue smocks, old hags in white bonnets, 
And livid urchins smoking pipes picked up, 

All of them jostle, jump, and giunt like pigs. 

And somelinu s sudden wedges of new-comcrs 
Crush 111 a corner the quadrille that looks, 

So unrestrained it is, like a mixed fight. 

Then liy they who can bawl the loudest, who 
Can push the tidal wave luck to the wall. 

Though with a knife’s thrust lie should stab his man. 
Tint the bind now redoubles its loud din, 

Cove is the quarrelling voices of the lads, 

And mingles all in K aping Inn a v 

They cilm down, joke, touch glares, drunk as lords. 

The women in lluur tu 1 r* get hot and Sunk, 

Lust's carnal acid m tin ir blood corrodes, 

And 111 these billowing bodies, surging ilacks, 

Freed instinct grows to such a heat of rut. 

That to see latL and lasses wriggling and writhing, 
With josLling hncbe>, screams, and blows of fistss, 
Crushing embraces, luting kisses, to see them 
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Roljing dea’d drunk into the corners, wallowing 
Upon the floor, knocking themselves against 
The panels, sweating, and frothing at the lips, 

Their two hands, their ten fingers ransacking 
And emptying torn corsage-., it seems— 
frust is being lit at the Mack fire <»/ tape 
Before the sun burns with red Uamcs, before 
The while mists fall in swaths, the recking inns 
Turn the unsteady revellers out of doors. 

The kermessc in exhaustion ends, the crowd 
Wjpnd their way homewards to their sleeping farms, 
Screaming their oaths of parlmg as they go. 

The aged farmers too, with lunging arms, 

Their faces daubed with dregs 01 umc and beer, 

Stagger with zigzag feet towards their farms 
Islanded in the billowing seas of wheat. 


FOC.S- 

* 

You melancholy fogs of winter roll 
Your pestilential sorrow o'er my soul, 

And swathe my heart with your long wmdiiig-slieel 
And drench the livid leave-, beneath my feet. 

While far away upon the heaven’s hounds, 

Under the sleeping plain’s wet wadding, sounds 
A tired, lamenting jngclus that dies 
With faint, f1n.1I echoes in the empty sku*;, 

So lonely, poor, and limul that a rook. 

Hid in a hollow archslone’s dripping nook. 

Hearing it sob, 1 wakens and rcplu 
Sickening the ncful hu-.li with gh Mly cues, 

Theg suddenly jrows silent, in the dread 
That in the be ry tower the bell 15 dead. 
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ON TIIE COAST. 

A KTUSTBkiMi wind ihc scattered vapour crowds 
And shakes die houzon, where the dawn bursts* by 
A charge that fills the a->hen azure sky 

With iearing, galloping, mad, milky clouds. 

The wh- !i\ clear day, day without mist or rain, 

With ■’ iping manes, gilt flanks and fiery croups,' 

In a Might of pallid silver and fjiani, their troops 

Career across the ether s a/nre plain. ^ 

And still then aidour grows, until the eve’s 

Black gesture cuts the vas* of space, and heaves 

Their masses towards the squall that landward blares, 

While the ample sun of June, fallen from Heaven 1 
vault, 

Wnthcs, bleeding, in their vehement assault* 

Like a red stallion in a rut of mares. 


HOMAGE. 

r. 

heap m iIum** your he..* mssc- fair, 

By double, ln. ,r d, savoury bren ts embossed, 
Tin* rosy skin bj tvliic.li your .*» are glossed* 
' our belly's curly d < ce ol reddish hair* 

i 

My iveisct I will weave as, ..t their ch ^rs 
Seated, old Uiskcl-tnaku^ curb and twine 
White and In own osiers in a clear design^ 
Gc/pying enamelled 'e^elatcu lloors, 
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Until your body's gold within them teems ; 

And like a*garland I will wear them, spun 
In massive blonde heaps on my head, in the sun, 
Haughtily proud, as a stiong man bcsccrn^. 


Your rich Hesh minds me of iho erntanre^ses, 
Whose arms Paul Rubens rounded in his dyes 
Of fire beneath a weight of sun-washed ticsses, 
Pointing their leasts 10 li<>ii-Liibs > green tye>> 

Your blood was their 1 , alien in lh'' nu/y glo lining 
Under some star lh.it bit the hraren sky, 

They heard a stranger in the sea-fog roaming, 

And hailed some ilciudes astray and hy ; 

And when with quivering ->011 cs I10L foi ki^cs. 
And belly for the unknown gaping, then 
Arms they were twisting, calling to mad bli-scs 
Huge, swarthy cateis of rul on a body bate 


CANTIOLKS 


Like 'lissom lizards drinking tht miu\ fur* 

Of gold, wiLh great wide eyes anti biun/e nnled feel 
Crawl towards your body my long, green desires 

4 

In the full torrid noon of sum mi 1 1:. at 
,1 havcjbedded you in a nook at a field . edge, 

1 Where the tanned meshn shoot, .1 shiw.ung wedgi 
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I leat is suspended o’er us like a dais ; 

The sky prolongs the vast expanse, gold-plated 
Afai the Scheldt a dwindling, silver way is; 

Lascivious, huge, you lie there yet unsaled; 
Like lissom li/nrds drinking the sun’s fires 
Of gf'M, crawl back to you my spent desires. 


Mv love shall he the gorgeous sun that robes 
Willi torrid summer and with idlenesses 
Your body’s naked slopes and hilly globes, 

Showering its light upon you in caresses, 

And this new bra/ier’s contact shall be in 
Tongues of an ambient gold that lick your skin. 

The tragic, rolling red of dawn and eve, 

And the day’s beauty you shall be; with hues 
Of splcndoui you a billowy robe shall weave; 

Your flesh shall be like fabulous statues. 

Which in the desert sang, and shone like roses, 
When morning b oned tin t blocks with apotheoses. 

ill. 

I uoui i) not choose tin sunflowers that unclose 
In da> light ; nor the lily long of stem ; 

Nor rose** loving winds to fondle them ; 

No, nor great nenuphars whose pulp morose, * 
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And wide, bold ejps, charged with eternity, 

Lfpon their imaging pond yawn idle-lipped 
Their stirless dreams; nor flowers despotic, whipped 
By wrath and wind along a hostile sea, 

7 o symtiblize you. No, but shivering wet 
Under the dawn, with great red calyx leaves 
Mingling as jets of blood are fused in sheave*', 

A group of garden dahlias close 1 } set, 

• 

Which, in voluptuous days of autumn, bright 
With matter’s hot maturity and heats, 

Like monstrous and vermilion women’s teals, 

Grow stiff beneath the golden hands ol light 


DYING MEN. 

SHARP with their ills, and lonely in their dying, 

The sceptic sick watch by then chamber fire, 

With haggard eyes, the evening magnifying 

The house-fronts, and the blackening church-spire 

The hour is dead where in some nevei ciowdcd 
City by time extinguished, desolate, 

They live immured m wills by mourning shrouded, 
And hear the monument d lunges grate. 

Haggard and lone, they ga/e at Death unbeaten, 
Like grim old wolves, the hieratic sn,k ; 

Life arid its days identic they have eaten, 

Their hate, their fate, diseases clustering thick. 
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But shaken 111 their cynical assurance 
And in (heir haughtiness and pale disgust, 

They ask “ Is happiness not m endurance 
Of wilful suffering, suffering loved with lust?” 

Of old they Jolt their hcaiLs go out to others ;• 
Benevolent, they pined alien griefs; 

Anti, like aposHcs, lovfd their «uflcnng brothers, 

A 1 1 feared their piulc, cabined in dead belief*. 

But now ills_> think LhU love is*morc cemented 
By cruelty than kindness, which is vain. 

What of the few, chance tear* they have prevented ? 4 
How many more June flowed * Decreed is pain. 

Empty the golden islands arc, where lingers . 

In golden mist Dream in a mantle spun 

Of purple, skimming foam with idle fingers 
h'rom silent gold mined by a teeming sun. 

* 

Broken the r roud masts and the waves are churning 1 
Sift r to t \ 1 ingui^hcd port*' the vessel's prow : 

No lighthouse slit it lies iLs immensely tyirmng 
Arm to the great siars — di ad the iircs are now. 

/ 

Haggard and lone, they ga/c a* Death unbeaten, 

J ike grim old u ilvt , tin ’".ratii sick; 

Lik and its da>s ni< ltic they lia\e 1 iten, 

Their hate, then U 1 diseases c<’ cring thick, 

VVitli nails of wood tiny be.it hot foieheads'. Cages 
Of bones for fever* .ue then bodies. Blind 

Then eyes, their lip* like withered parchment pages. 
A bitter sand beneath then teeth they grind. 
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Now in their extinct souls a longing bla7cs 
•To sail, and in a new world live again, 

Whose sunset like a smoking tripod raises 
The God of shade and cl tony in Us Inmn ; 

In a frifc land of tempests raging madly, 

In lands of fury hoarse and livid dreams. 

Where man can drown, feiM'Nuiidy and gl idly. 

Ills soul and all his hc.nl in fieri> Mi (.mis 

a 

They arc the tragic sick dialp with diseases ; 

Haggard and lone they watch the (own lire-, fade ; 
And pale facades are wailing nil il pleases 

Their crumbling bodies have their collnis made 


TIIE ARMS OK EVENING. 

WHILE the cold night stones its terrace, gored 
And dying evening throws upon the hi.uli. 

And forest fringed with nm slu*s umlcrncith, 

The gold of his aituoui and the ll.idi of Ins Mvord, 

Which wave to wave go floating on, too soon 
Vet to have lost day\ llaunimg ardent glow. 

But kissed already by the diadowed, slow 
Lips of the pious, silver-handed moon, 

The lonely moon remembering the e iy, 

Whose brandished weapons mad-- a golden glare, 
A pale wraith in the paleness of d.o air, 

The moon for ever pale and Far away 1 
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THE MILL. 

Dlicp in tlie evening slowly turns the mill 
Against :i ^hy with melancholy pale; 

11 I urns and turns, its muddy-coloured sail 
L infinitely lie ivy, tired, anil ill c 

it- arms, rompl lining arms, in the dawn's pink 
OhC, rv»se ami fell ; and in this o’eicast eve, 
iiid deadened nature s silence, still they heave 
Themselves aloft, and weary till they sink. 

Winter’s sick day lies on the fields to sleep; 

The clouds are tued of sombre journeyings ; 
And past the wood that gathered shadow flings 
The ruts tmvaids a dead horizon creep. 

Around a pale pond huts of beech wood built 
Despondently -(put near llu* rusty reeds; 

A lamp of brass hang from the ceiling bleeds 
Upon th'* wall and windows blots of gilt. 

And in tlm vast plain, wiili their ragged eyes 
Of windows patched, the suffering hovels watch 
The worn-out null the bleak horizon notch,— 
The tired mill turning, turning till it dies. 

IN nous MOOD.* 

The winter lifts its cb dice of pine night to heaven. 

And I uplift my heart, my night-worn heart in turn, 

O Lord, my heart! to thy pale, infinite Inane, 

* The Vthwj', No 4, August lSqG " 
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And yet I know that nought the implenishable urn 
May plcnish, that nought is, whereof tins heart dies fain; 
And I know thee a lie, and will) my lips make prayer 
And with my knees; I know thy great, shut hands 
averse, 

Thy gre^t eyes closed, to all tlie clamours of despair ; 

It is I, who dream myself into the universe ; 

Have pity on my wandering wits' entire discord ; 

Needs must I weep my woe towards thy silence, Lord • 

The winter lilts its chaiice ot pure mghL to heaven. 

—Osman Edwards. 


THE FERRYMAN. 

With hands on oars the ferryman 
Strove where the stubborn current ran, 
With a green reed between lus teeth. 

But she who haded him from the bank, 
Beyond the waves, among the rushes rank 
That rim the rolling heath, 

Into the mists receded more and more 

The windows, with their eyes, 

And the dials of the towers upon the shoie, 
Watched him, with doubled back, 

Straining and toiling at the oar, 

And heard his muscles crack. 

Of a sudden broke an oar, 

Whilst the current bore 
On heavy waves down to the sea. 
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Ami she who hailed him from the mist. ' 

In the blustering wind, appeared 
Mure marlly still her arms to twist, 

Toward-, him who never neared 

The fi*ri)m.n, took to the oar remaining 
V. jth such a might, 

T‘- it all lii". hotly Liackod with shaming, 

A’. ’ lu. heart -.hook with feveitsh flight. 

A sudden .hork, the milder tore, 

And the currt nt bore 
This remnant to the sea. 

The windows on the shore, 
hike eyes with b.vei great, 

And the dials of the Lowers, those widows straight 
That in their thousands throng 
A rivei hank, were obstinately staring 
At this mad fellow obstinately daring 
Ills crazy voyage to ptolong. 

And she who hailed him there with chattering teeth, 
Howled and howled in the mists of night, 

With head stretched out m frantic fright 
To the unknown, the vast, and rolling heath. 

The ferryman, a . a staliiL '.'and', 

Bronze in the su s ei that paled hi; blood. 

With the one oar i rm m hi-, hai is, 

Beat the waves, ^nd bit the ilood. 

Ills old hallncmaled eye- 
Si. "■ the lit distances rejunv. 

Whence reaches him the lamentable voice, f> < 
Under the freezing skies. 
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His last oar kjcaks, 

^lis last oar tne current lakes, 

Like a straw, down to the sea. 

The ferryman exhausted sank 

l/potl his bem li, w1 1 li swl.iI lint puui%d 

His loins with v.un exeilion ‘.me, 

A high \va\i‘ - 4 nu k <m I In- lu bo.ud, 

He looked, 1 »eli n k I bun I iy iho bank . 

He had nuL lcll th# slime 

The windows and the dials g.ued, 

With eyes they opened wkK , amazed, 

Where all his strength to rum ran ; 

But the old, stubborn ferryman 

Kept all the same, for (Jod knows when, 

The green reed m his t* oih. i veil then. 


TIIK RAIN. 

As reeled from an e\!uii-.iless hubhm, the long rain. 
Interminably through lhe long gray day, 

Lines the green window pane 
With its long thread^ of ,T ra), 

The reeled, exhaustion run, 

The long ram. 

The rain. 

It has neen ravelling out, since last sunset. 

Rags hanging soft and low 
From si*!ky skies of jet. 
t;mavelhng, patient, slow, 



Emile Veri|aeren. 


162 

Upon the roads, since last sunset, c 
On roads anil streets, 

Continual sheets. 

Along the leagues that wind 

Through quiet suburb' to the field;, behind, 

Aloi ' the roads interminably bending, 

In i\i' <ra1 procession, drenched, resigned, 

Tmli 1 ,, bathed in sweat and steam, 

Vehn les with libeil coverings hire wending; 

In ruts so regular, 

And parallel so far 

Hy night to join the firmament they seem, 

The water drips hour after hour, 

The spouts gush, and the trees shower, 

With long ram wet, 

With rain tenacious yet. 

j 

Rivers o’er rotten dikes are brimming 

Upon the meadows where drowned hay 19 swimming 

The wind is whipping walnut ticcs and alders, 

And big black oxen wading stand 
Deep in the water of the polders. 

And bellow at the u’rithcn sky ; 

And evening is at hand, 

bringing Us shadows to enfold the plain, and lie 
Clustered at the washed tree’s root; 

And ever falls the rain, 

The long rain, 

As fine and dense a', soot. 

The long rain, 

The long rain falls afresh ; 

And its identic thread 
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WJeaves mesh hp mesh 
A raiment making naked chred by shred 
The cottages and farmyards gray 
Of hamlets crumbling fast away ; 

A bunch t)f linen rags that hang down sick 
# Upon ft loosely planted slid- 
Here a blue dovecote to the iouf 1 1 1 at cleave , 
Sinister window panes 

Plastered with paper rank with mildew M.nn. , 
Dwellings whose regular c\c-. 

Form crosses on their gable ends of stone ; 
Uniform, melancholy min'!. 

Standing like horns upon ihcir hills; 

Chapels, and spires with ivy o\ergrown * 

The rain 
The long rain 

Winter-long beneath them liuimw 

The rain, in lines, 

The long, gray rain untwines 
Its watery tresses o’er its luirows, 

The long rain 
Of countries old. 

Torpid, eternally unrolled. 


T1IK FISHERMEN. 

Up from the sea a flaky, dank, 

Thickening fog rolls lip, and chokes 
Windows and closed dnojrs, and sm> .kcs 
Upon the slippery liver bank. 

Drowned gleams of gas-lamps shake and fall 
Where rolls the river's carrion ; 
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The moon looks like a corpse, ai?d on 
The heaven’s run its burial. 

Hut dickering lanterns now and then 
Light up and magnify the backs, 
lient obstinaUly in their smacks, r 

C). the old river fishermen, 

W h > .ill the time, bum lasL sunset, 

F01 hat night’s fishing none can know, 

IHvj casL their black and gipedy net, 

Where silent, evil waters flow'. 

Deep down beyond the reach of eye 
Kates of Evil gathering throng. 

Which lure the fishers where they lie 
To lish for them with patience strong, 

True to their task of simple toiling 
In contradictory fogs embroiling. 

And o’er them peal the nnnutes stark, 

With heavy hammers peal their knells, 

The minutes sound from belfry bells, 

The minutes hard of autumn dark, 

The minutes list. 

And the black fishers in their ships. 

In their cold ships, are clad m shreds ; 
bown their cold nape their old hat drips 
And drop by drop m water shed-. 

All the nnsl. 

Their villages arc numb and freeze; 

Then huts arc all m ruin sunk, 

And the willows and the walnut-trees 

The winds of the west have whipped and shrunk 
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And not a bajk corncs through the dark, 
And never a cry through the void midnight, 
That floated, humid ashes blight 


Andjiever helping one another, 

Never brother hailing brothei, 

Never doing what they ought. 

For himself each bsher’s thought * 
And the first draws his net, and seizes 
All the fry of his poverty ; 

And the next drags up, as keen as he, 
The empty bottoms of diseases ; 
Another opens out his net 
To griefs that on the ?url ice swim , 
And another to Ins vessel’s run 
Pulls up the flotsam of regret. 


The river churns, league after league, 
Along the dikes, and inns away. 

As it has done so many a day, 

To the far horizon of fatigue ; 

Upon its banks skins of black clay 
By night perspire a poison draught ; 
The-fogs are fleeces far to waft. 

And to men’s houses journey the). 


Never a lantern streaks the dark, 

And nothing sliis in the fisher's bark, 
Save, nimbusing with halos of blood. 

The thick white felt of the clustering Jog? 
Silent Death, who with madness clog i 
The Drains of the fishermen on the flood. 
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Lonely at ihc fog’s cold heart, 

Each sees not each, though side by side ; 

Their arms are tired, their vessels ride 
Uy sandbanks marked on ruin's chart. 

Why in the dark do they not hail each othet ■* 
Why does a brothel’s vujcc console not brother? 


No, i mb and haggard they remain, 
With vaulted hark and heavy tf r>rain, 
With, by their side, their little light 
Rigid in the river’s night. 

Like blocks of shadow there they are, 
And never pierce their eyes afar 
Kcyond the acrid, spongy wet: 

Ami they suspect not that above. 
Luring them with a magnet’s love, 
Stars immense are shining yet. 

These fishei 1 ' in black torment Lossed, 
They arc the men immensely lost 
Among the knells and far awajs 
And far biyonds where none can g^se ; 
And m their souls' monotonous deeps 
The humid autumn midnight weeps. 


SILENCE. 


Si\cn last the summer broke .above her 
A fl.vli of lightning fiom his thunder-sheath. 
Silence has never left her cover t 

In the heather on the heath. 
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Across her refuge /eers the steeple, 

^\nd with its£ngers shakes its bells ; 

Around her prowl the vehicles. 

Laden with uproarious people ; 

Arc nd her, where the tir-trees end, 

In its rut the cart-wheel grates ; 

But fcever a noise has strength tn rend 
The tense, dead space vvhcie silence wails. 

Since the last loud thunder weather, 

Silence has stirred*not in 1 lie h» at her ; 

And the heath, wherein the evenings sink. 
Beyond the endless thickets, and 
The purple mounds of hidden s t uid, 

Lengthens her haunts to heaven s brink 

And even winds stir not the slim 
Larches at the marsh’s run, 

Where she will glass her absliact eyes 
In pools where wondering lilies rise ; 

And only brushes her the clouds’ 

Shadow when they nidi in crowds. 

Or else the shadow of a flight 
Of hovering^iawks at heavens* height. 

Since the last flash of lightning streaked the plain, 
Nothing has bitten, in h« \ vast domain. 

And those who in her realm did roam, 

Whether it were in dawn or gloam, 

The^ all have felt their hearts held f^t 
In spells of mystery she lias cast. 

She, like an ample, final force, 

J&c<$s on the same unbroken course , 
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Black walls of pinewoods gloJm and bar 
The paths of hope that gleam afai*f 
Clusters of dreamy junipers 
Frighten the feet of wanderers ; 

Malignant um/es intertwine 

With paths of cunning curve and hue, 

And the sun eveiy moment shifts 
Tli" goal to which confusion dints 

Sim the lightning that the storm forged bit. 

The bitter silence at the corners four 
Of the heath, lias changed no whit. 

The shepherds with their hundred years worn out 
And the spent dogs that follow them about, 

See her, on golden dunes where shadows flit. 

Or in the noiseless moorland, someLimes sit, 
Immense, beneath the outspread wing of Night ; 
Then w iters on the wrinkled pond take fright; 
And the heather veils itself and palely glistens. 
And every leaf in every thicket listens, 

And the incendiary sunset stills 

The last cry of his light that o’er her thrills. 


And the hamlets nt'ighbnuimg her, beneath 
Then thatch of hovel's on the heath, 

Shiver with terror, fcclmu k-j» 

Dominant, though he do not stir ; 
Mournful, and tired, and helpless iey 
Stand in her present as at bay, 

And watch benumbs d, and nigli to ^w'oon, 
Fearing, w r hen mists shall bit, to see, 
Suddenly opening under tlm moon, 

The silver eyes of her mystery. 
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Til 10/ROPE- M A KE R. 

At the dike’s foot that wearily 
Curves along the sinuous sea. 

The visionar> T , silver-haired 
Rope-maker with arms hared. 

Pulling backwards as lie stands. 

Rolls together, with prudenL hands, 
The twisting play of endless twine, 
Coming fron^the far sky-line. 

Down yonder in the sunset sheen, 

In the twilight tired and chill, 

A busy wheel is whiz/ing still, 

Moved by one who is 110L seen ; 

But, parallel on slakes thal space 
The road fiom equal place to place. 
The yellow hemp that the roper draws 
Runs in a chain that never tlaws. 

With skilful fingers thin and old. 
Fearing to break the glint of gold 
That with his work the gliding light 
Blends«by the houses growing dun, 
The visionary ropei weaves 
Out of the heart ol the t driving eves 
And draws ihc horizons unto him 

Horizons ? Tli ose of red sunsets - 
Furies, hatred, fights, regicls. 

Sobs of beings broken-hf.aited. 
Horizons of the days departed, 
p Writhen, golden, overcast ; 

Horizons of the living past. 
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Of old—the life of strayed somnamVuhsts, 

When the right hand of God to Canaalis blue 
The road of gold through gloaming deserts drew, 
Through morns and evenings swayed with shifting mists. 


Of old—exasperated life careeiing « 

flanging from stallions’ manes, lighting the dense 
Darkness with heels that Hashed out gleams immense, 
Towards » uncnsily immensely rearing. 

« 

Of old —it was a life of burning leaven ; 

When the Red Cross of I fell ami Heaven’s White 
Through nulcs of marshalled mail that shed the light 
Marched each thiough blood towards its victory’s heaven. 


Of old—it was a foaming, livid life, 

Living and (lead, with tocsin hells and crime, 
Edicts and massacres reddening the time, 
With mad and splendid death above the strife. 


Rctwcen I lie flax and osiers, 

On the road where nothing stirs, 
Along the houses growing dim, 

The visionary roper weaves 

Out of the heart of tht eddying eves. 

And draws the horizon imlo h m. 


Horizons'? Theic they linger yet: 

Toil, and snencf, struggle, fret 
Horizons ^ There at e\cn-chime, 

They in their mirrois show the mourning 
Image of the present time. * 
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Now, a mass of fires j/at belch defiance, 

Where wise min, leagued in mighty storm and stress, 
Hurl the gods down to change the nothingness 

Whereunto strives the force of human science. 

Now, loJ a room that ruthless thought has swept, 
Weighed and exactly measured, and men sweat 
The firmament is arched by empty air ; 

And Death is in glass bottles corked and kept 

Now, lo! a glowing furnace, and resistance 
Of matter molten in lire’s dragon dens ; 

New strengths are forged, fir mightier than men's, 

To swallow up the night, and time, and distance. 

Here, lo! a palace tiredly built, and lying 
Beneath a century’s weight, bowed down and yellow, 
And whence, in terroi, mighty voices bellow, 

Invoking thunder towards adventure flying. 


Upon the regular road, with eyes 
Fixed where the silent sunset dies, 
And leaves the houses drear and dim, 
The visionary roper weaves 
Out of the heart of I Ik eddying e\t*s, 
And draws the hon/nus unto him 


Horizons ? Where jon sunset beams . 
Combats, hopes, awakenings, gleams , 
The horizons he can m u dclmcd 
In the future ot his numi, 

# Far beyond the shores that swim 
Sketched in the sk> of sunsets dim. 
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Up yoiulcr—in the calm shies hang\ l a red 
Staircase of double gold with steps of fftue, 
With Dream and Science mounting it, the two 
Who separately climb to one stair-head. 


The lightning clash of contraries expires ; 

Doubt’s mournful list its lingers opes, while wed 
Kssen'iiil laws that had been wont lo shell 
In horal < jclrmes their fragmentary fires. 


Up yondei—nnnd more strong and subtle darts 
Its violence past death and what is seen. 

And universal love .sheds a serene 
And mighty silence over tranquil hearts. 


The God in every human heart, above. 

Unfolds, expands, and hi& own being sees 
In those who sometimes fell upon their knees 
To worship sacred grief and humble love. 


Up yonder—living peace is burning bright. 

And shedding on these lands, down evening’s slope 
A bliss that kindles, like the brands of hope. 

In the air’s ash the great star*, of the night. 


At the dike’s f< <*t that wearii) 
Curves along the sinuous sea 
Towards the distant eddying spaces, 
The visionary roper paces 
Along the houses growing dim. 

And drinks the horizons into him. 
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SAINT GEORGE. 

By a broad flash the fog was split, 

Aijd Saint George, with gold and jewels hi, 
Cajne down the slope of it. 

With feathers foaming from liis ciesl, 

Hiding a charger with a milky breast, 

And m its month no bn. 

w 

With diamonds decked the two 
Made of their fall a path of pity to 
This earth of ours from Heaven’s blue. 

Heroes with helpful virtues dowered. 

Sonorous with courage, heroes crystalline, 

O through my heart now let the radiance shine 
That from his aurenlar sword is showered • 

O let*me hear the silver prattle 
Of the wind around his coat of mail, 

And around his spurs 111 battle ; 

Saint George, who shall prevail, 

He who has heard the cries of my distress, 

And comes to save from scaith 

My poor arms stretched unto his great prowess ' 

Like a loud cry of faith, 

He holds his lance at rest, 

Saint George ; 

He passes, I behold 
A victory as of a haggard gold, 

I see his forehead with the Chrism blessed 
Sajnt George of duty, 

Bright with his heart's and his own beauty. 
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Sound, all ye voices of my ho! «. 

Sound in myself, and on the sun-swept slope, 

And high rrinds, and the shaded avenue ! 

And, gleam-, of silver between stones, be you 
Joy, and you pebbles white with waters ope 
\ our eyes, and look 
U| through the biook 
Win -e ripple^ o’er jou roll. 

And, 'andscape with thy crimson lakes, be thou 
The mirror of the flights of flatne that now 
Saint (ieorge takes to my soul ' 

Against the black dragon’s teeth, 

Against the pustules of a leprous skin 
He is the glaive and the miraculous sheath. 

Charity on his < uirnss burns, and in 
Ills courage is the bounding overthrow 
OfinstinU swart with sin 

File goldcn-sifted, fiie that wheels, 

And eddying stars in which his glory lies. 

Flashed from his charger’s galloping heels. 

Dazzle my memory’s eyes. 

The beautiful ambassador is be 
From the white country that with marble glows. 
Where in the panics, on tin sea’s strand, and on the 
tree 

Of goodness, kindness gently gre*' - 

The port, he know* n, where the vessels rule, 

With angels filled, upon a rippling tide; 

And ihe long evenings lighting islands fair 
Rut motionless upon their waters, where, • 

And in eyes also, firmaments are seen. 
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This kingdom Hath the Virgin for its Queen, 

' And St. George is the humble joy of her palace. 
In the air his falchion glimmers like a chalice ; 
Saint George with his devouring light, 

Who like a lire of gold dispels my spirits night. 

• 

lie knows how l.ir my feet h \vc wandered. 

He knows the st length that I have sriujnd'Tcd, 
And with what fogs my hr un lias fought, 
lie knows whaldccen assassin knives 
Have cut black crosses in my thought, 

He knows my scorn of rich men’s live^, 

He knows the mask ol wrath and folly 
Upon the dregs of my melancholy. 

I was a coward in my flight 

Out of the work! in my su k, cam defiance ; 

I have lilted, under the rook of night, 

The jgolden marbles of a hostile science 
To the barred summits of black oracles ; 

But the King of the Night is Death ; 

And man bin in the dawmng’s breath 
His enigmatic effort spells , 

When flowers unclose, prayer too uncloses, 

With the scent of prayer the*r lip> arc sweet. 

And the white sun on a nacieous water-sheet 
Is a kiss that on man's lips reposes; 

Dawn is a counsel to be bold, 

And he who hearkens is tenfold 

Saved from the maish that never yet cleansed sin. 

Saint George in cuiiass ghtlering 

With leaps of fire sprung 

U»to my soul through the fresh morning; 

He was beautiful with faith and young; 
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And more to me he bent * 

As he beheld me penitent; 

As from an intimate golden phial 
He tilled me with his soaring ; 

Though lie was proud unto my .sight, 

I laid the sweet flowers of my trial 
Ir his pale hand of blest restoring ; 

In' n signed he, ere he did depaM, 

IVly ■ row with his lance’s cross of gold. 
Bad. me be of good cheer ameboid. 
And soared, and bore to God my heart. 


IN TIIE NORTH. 

Two ancient mariners from the Northern Main 
One autumn eve came sailing home again, 
From Sicily and it^ deceitful islands, 

Carijing a shoal of sirens 
On board 

Sharpened with pride they sail into their bay; 
Among the mists that mark the homeward way 
They cut their passage like a sword ; 

Under a mournful and monotonous gale. 

One autumn evening of a sulncss pale, 

Into their northern fjord they sai 1 . 

From the safe shut the burghers of the haven 

Gaze listless, cold, .nd craven 

And on the masts, and in the ropes, behold 

The sirens covered with gold 

Biting, like vines, 

Their bodies’ sinuous lines. 
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The.hlirghers ^ 7c with closed and sullen mouth. 
Nor see tlfe ocean booty of the south, 

Brought in the fog’s despite : 

The vessel seems a basket silvi r-white, 

Laden with flesh and hint and gold for home, 
Advancing borne on wnips of hum. 


The sirens sing, and 111 ilit* rordage they 
With arms stretched out m lyres, 

And lifted breasts bice fires, 

Sing and sing a lay 
Before the rolling cvl, 

Which reaps upon the sea the lights of day ; 

The sirens sing, and 1 leave 

Around the masts as curves the handle of tlie urn, 
And still the citizens, uncouth and t.iciliun, 

Hear not the song. 


They do not know their friends away so long— 
The ancient mariners Lwain—noi understand 
The vessel is ol their own land, 

Neither the foc-jibs of their own 
Making, nor the snU themselves have sewn ; 
Of this deep dream they fathom naught, 
Whichpmakcs the sea glad with its journey mgs, 
Since it was not the he of all the tilings 
That in their village to their youth were taught. 
And the ship passes by the harbour mole, 
Luring them to the wonder of its soul. 

But none will gather them the frmS 

Of flesh and gold tli.it load the liodised shoots. 
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Tllli townV , 

Kykkv road goes to the town. 

Under the misL that the sain illumes, 
She, wlieie her terraces ause 
And taper to the terraced skies, 

1 lerself as from a dream exhumes. 

> ondei glimmer looking down, 
Bridges trimmed with iron lace, 
l.eaps in air and caugliL in spatje ; 
Block* and columns like the head 
Of a Gorgon gashed and red ; 

O’er the suburbs chimneys tower ; 
Gables open like a flower. 

Under stagnant roofs that frown. 

This is the many-tentaclcd town, 
This is the flaming octopus. 

The os aiary of all of us. 

At the country’s end she waits. 
Keeling towards the old estates. 

Meteoric gas-lamps line 
Docks where tufted masts entwine p 
Still they bum m noontides cold, 
Monster egg> of viscous gold : 

Never seems tli^ sun to shine 
Mouth as it is of radiance, shut 
Iiy reeking smoke and driving ^mul. 

A river of pitch and naphtha rolls 
By wooden bridges, mortared moles; 
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And the raw whistles of the ships 
IIowl fl'ith fright in the fog that grips. 

With a red signal light they peer 
Towards the sea to which tht_y sicer. 

Quays with clash ini' butler . groan ; 

# Carts grate o*er the tobble '.lone ; 

Cranes are cubes of shadow fusing. 

And slipping them in ei liars blazing ; 

Bridges opeiyng lilt a ^nst 
flibbet till the ships have passed : 
letters of brass mi -cm In' the world. 

On roofs, and walls amt shop-fronts curled, 
Race to face in battle massed 

Wheels file and file, the drosk) plies. 

Trams are red ling, el tort (lies , 

And like a prow becalmed, the glare 
Of gilded stations heie and there ; 

And, from their platforms, ramified 
Rails beneath the city glide, 

In tunnels and in craters, whence 
They storm in network flashing linn 
Out into hubbub, dust, and din. 

This is the many tcntacled town. 

The street, with eddies tied like ropes 
Around its squares, runs out and gropes 
Along the city up and down, 

And runs back far enlaced, and lined 
With crowds inextricably twined. 

Whose mad feet bent the flags beneath, 

Whose eyes are filled with hate, whose teeth 
•Snatch at the time they cannot catch. 
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D.iwn, eve, and night, IdU in^he press 
They wellci in their weariness. 

And enU to t haute the bittci seed 
Ol 1 ib-mr that no g.im can breed. 

Anil diii^ black with inanity 
Where poi-oncd sits the clerk and fasff<; 
And bank'* wide open to (be blasts 
Of the winds of their insanity. 

Outside, in wadding of (Jie damp. 

Red lights in streaks, like burning rags. 
Straggle from reeking lamp to lamp. 

And alcohol goads life that lags. 

Tlic liar upon the cause) masses 
Its tabernacle of looking-glasses. 
Reflecting drunken louts and hags. 

To and fro a young girl passes, 

And sells lights to the lolling men ; 
Debauch buys famine in her den ; 

Anil carnal lutt ignited sallies 
To dance to death in rotten alleys. 

Lust roars and leaps from breast to breast, 
Whipped to a rage uproarious, 

To a blind crush of limbs 10 quest 
Of the pleasuie of gold and phosphorus ; 
And in and out wan women fare. 

With sexual symbols in their hair. 

The atmosphere of reek in » T dun 
At times recedes towards l. 4 o sun. 

As though a loud cry called to Peace 
To hid the deafening noises cease; 

Put all the city puds and blows 
With such a violent snoit and flush. 

That the dying seek in vain the hush * 

Of silence that eyes need to close. 
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Such is 4he day—and when the eves 
With ebony hammers carv< the skies, 
Over the plain the city heaves 
Us shimmer of colossal lies , 

Iler haunting, gilt desires arise ; 

4Ier radiance to the stars is cast; 

She gathers her gas ui golden sheaves , 
Her rails arc highways ll>ing fust 
To the mirage of happiness 
That strengthaiul fortune seem to blc'-s 
Like a great army ‘‘Well n-.r wall»; 

And all the smoke he still semis down 
Reaches Lhc fields m ladi.mt ealN 

This is the main -U ntai led town. 

This is the burning octopus, 

The ossuary of all of us, 

The carcase with solemn candles hi. 

And all the* long ubirpufo.N 
Roads and pathways reach to H 


THE MUSIC-HALL. 

Under the enormous fog 
Whose wingt Lhe city am nes t lug, 

’Mid ringing plaudits, at the hick 

Of a radiant hall then Ononis they unpick. 

The acrobat on airy irosth . pm « ^ ; 

Great suns of strass dune o’er the seem . 
Clashing their lists stand cymbal-player, lea 
Breakers of cries and noises; 
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And when the ballet-corps with (Jiint&l faces ■ 
In a thicket of perplexing steps appear, 

Tangling ami disentangling labyrinthine paces, 

The hall, hung with its gorgeous chandelier, 

That o’ei a singing sea of laces glares, 

The hall with heavy velvet clad. 

Wit 1 balconies like pad on pad, 

Is lik i belly that a woman bares 

Swarming battalions of flesh and thighs 

March under arches flowered with thousand dyes; 

Lace, petLieoats, throats, legs, and hips. 

Teams of rut whose breasts, though bridled, yet 
Are bounding, yoke by yoke the coiled dance trips, 
Wuc with paml and raw wiih sweat. 

Hands, vainly opening, seem to seize 
Only invisible desire that tlccs ; 

A dancer, darling legs her tights leave bare, 

Stifh ns obscenity in the air; 

Another with swimming eyes and flanks that writhe 
Shrinks like a trampled beast above the loud 
Haro of the footlights swaying with the lithe 
Lust of the gloating crowd. 

O blasphemy vociferously boded 
In crying gold on the beamy the wot Id * 
Atrocious fcinL of Ai.. while Ai 1 1 d lime 
Is !)ing massacred and sunk in slin.e ! 

O noisy pleasure sm png as it treads 
On tortured ugliness that twists and cries; 

Pleai sre against Joy's grain Lliat nuitures heads 
With alcohol, with alcohol men’s eyes ; t 

O pleasure whose rank mouth calls out for flowers. 
And vomits the vile ferment it devours ! 
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Pleasure of cjd" l^'roic, calm, and bare, 

Walked with calm hands and forehead clear as air; 
The wind and the sun danced in Ins heait, he pressed 
Divine, harmonious lift* to his \urin breast ; 

Ills breast that breathed it m was Beauty's source ; 

He knew no law that dared call Beauty coarse , 
Sunrise and sunset, spring, with mosses grassed, 

And the green hougn that biushud linn as he passed, 
Thulled to his deep soul through his flesh, and were 
The kiss of lhmg%that love makes lovelier. 


Now senile and dcbuut lied, he licks and cats 

Sin that beguiles him with her poisoned teats ; 

Now in his garden of anomalies 

Bibles, codes, texts, ami rules he multiplies 

And ravishes the faith he Lhen denies 

His loves are gold. Ills halieds? Flights unto 

Beauty that grows still lovelier, still more true, 

Opening in starry flowers in heavens blue 

Look where he haunts these halls of monstious art, 

Whose burning windows to the heavens dart 

A restlessness by ga/ing still lcnewed : 

Here is the beast tianslormed to a multitude. 


Filled with contagion thousand eyes deflect 
To find a million more they may infect ; 

One mind to thousands casts its hraucr fire, 

To be consumed the more in sick desire, 

To breed new vices, unmiagined Hell. 

The conscience changes, and the bum as well : 
Another race is bted trom putrid spawn, 

A writhen black totality, a sum 
Ofcciphers spreading in a weltering -»cum, 

That outrages the healthfulncss oi Dawn. 
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O shame*; and crimes of crowds tha^ recljj and stain 
The city like a bellowing hurucane ;* ' 

Gulfed in the ]darter boxes tier on tier 
Of theatres and halls obscene and blear * 

The stage is like a Ian unfurled. 

Enamelled minarets grotesquely curled, 
floust nd terrace 1 -' and avenues. 

Undei 1 »e limelight’s changing hues, 

First m slow rhythms, then with vi«dtnt sweep, 
Gathering swift Ur^cs, touching breasts that leap, 
Meet the J>a>adeies with swaying hips; 

Negro boys, whose heads with plumes are tipped, 
With their foam-coloured teeth in lips 
lake a red vulva open ripped, 

Move all is puslud ah»ng in sluggish poses. 

A drum In uN, mi ub->fiu.Ue horn cries long, 

A raw file in Ules a stupid song. 

And at the last, lor the final apotheosis, 

A mad assault over the hoards is sweeping, 

Gold and throats am! thighs in stages heaping 
In curled entanglements ; and then all closes 
With garments splillmg offering rounded shapes 
And vice half hid 111 floweis like tempLing grapes. 

And the orchestra on or .< fd-uily halts, 

And climbs, and svu’K. and rolls m whipped assaultb ; 
Out of (he violins win gle spasms o .«; 
laiscivious dogs in th tempest ‘Hern lo bark 
< )f heavy In asst s ami ■ «f stiong bassoons , 

A mamlokl desire swells, sickens, 'worms, 

Revives, and with such heavy violence heaves, 

The sense cries out, and helpless reels. 

And prostitutes itself lo a spasm that relieves. 
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And midaight peals. 

Thodcnse crowd pours and at the doors unfurls. 
The hall is closed—and on the black causeways 
Gaudy beneath the gaslamps' leering gaze, 

Red in the fog like flesh, await the girls 


THE BUTCHER’S STALL 

« 

Hard by the docks, soon as iln 1 shadows fold 
The dizzy mansion-fronts that soar aloft. 

When eyes of lamps are burning soft. 

The shy, dark quarter lights ag mi iK old 
Allurement of red vice and gold. 

Women, blocks of heaped, blown meat, 

Stand on low thresholds down the narrow slictl, 
Calling to every man lhal p 'uses; 

Behind them, at the end ol * orndois, 

Shine hres, a curtain stirs 

And gives a glimpse of masses 

Of inad and naked flesh in looking-glasses. 

Hard by the docks. 

The street upon the left is ended by 
A tangle of high ma.sis and shrouds that blocks 
A sheet of sky , 

Upon the right a net ol grovelling alleys 
I alls from I he Lown—and hue the black crowd rallies 
To ree'l lo rotten revelry. 


It is the flabby, fulsome butcher's stall ol fuury, 
Time out £>f mind created on the fioimu- 
Of the city and the sea. 



Emilk Veriiaeren. 


i 86 

Far-sailing melancholy mariners ^ « 

Who, wet with spray, through grey mists peer, 

Cradled among the rigging cabin-boys, and they who 
steer 

Hallucinated by the blue eyes of the vast sea-spaces, 

All dream of it, evoke it when the evening falls; ' 
Their raw desire to madness galls , 

The * ind’s soil kisses hover on their faces; 

The v ve awakens rolling .images of soft embraces ; 

And their two arms implore, « 

Stretched in a frantic cry towards the shore. 

And they of ofiices and shops, the city tribes, 

Merchants precise, keen reckoners, haggard scribes, 

Who sell their brains for hire, and tame their brows, 
When the keys of desks are hanging on the wall. 

Feel the same galling rut at even-fall, 

And run like hunted dugs to the carouse. 

Out of the depth", of dusk come their dark flocks, 

And in their hearts debauch so rudely shocks 
Their ingrained greed and old accustomed care, 

That they ate racked and ruined by despair. 

It is the flabby, fulsome butcher’s stall of luxury, 

Time out of mind erected on the frontiers 
Of the city and the sea. 

Come from what far sea-isle * or pes’ilent parts? 

Come from what fevrush or mein-' J >c marts? 

Their eyes are filled vilh bitter, cunning hate, 

They fight their instincts that they cannot sate ; 

Around red females who befool them, they 
Herd irenzied till the dawn of >.obei day. 

The panelling is fiery with lewd art; < 

Out of the wall mtcscent knick-knacks dart; 
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Fat JBaccfmses and leaping satyrs 111 
Wan mirrors freeze an unremitting grin ; 

Flowers sicken on the gam mg-tables where 
The warming bowls twist fire of light blue hair ; 

^ pot of paint curds on an cUgv re ; 

A cat is^catching flies on cushioned seats ; 

A drunkard lolls asleep on yielding plush, 

And women come, and o’er him bending, brush 

His closed, red lids with their enormous teats 

* 

And women with spent loins and sleeping (roups 
Are piled on sufas and aim chairs in groups, 

With sodden flesh grown vague, and black and blue 
With the first trampling ut ihe evening’s crew 
One of them slides a gold loiii in her slocking , 
Another yawns, and some ilu ir knees are locking ; 
Others by bacchanalia worn out, 

Feeling old age, and, smiling them, Death’s snout, 
Stare with wide*open eyes, torches extinct, 

And smooth their legs with hands together linked. 

It is the flabby, fulsome butcher's stall of luxury, 
Time out of mind erected on the frontiers 
Of the city and the sea. 

According to the jingle of the purses 
The women mingle promise with cur-,e>; 

A tranquil cynicism, a tired pleasure 
Is meted duly to flic money’s measure. 

The kiss grows weary, and the game g*o\vs lame 
Often when fist with list together clashes, 

In the*wind of oaths and in mils still the same, 
Some gaiety out of the blasphemy flashes, 
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But soon sinks, and yon hear, 

In the silence dank and drear, 

A halting steeple near 
Sounding, sick with pity, 

In the darkness over the cit>. 

Yel in those months by festivals sanctified, 

St. Pete m summer, in winter Christmastide, 

The anti nt quarter of dm and ligh^ 

Soars up to sin and pounces on its joys, 
fermenting with wild songs and boisterous noise 
Window by window, flight by flight, 

With \ice the house-fronts glow' 

Down from the ''arret to the grids below. 

K\ cry where rage roars, and couples heats. 

In the great hall h. wlntli the sailors throng. 
Pushing some jester of the stieets, • 

Convulsed in obscene mimicry, along, 

The wines ol loam anti gold leap from their sheath 
Women fall underneath 
Mad, biawhng drunkaids; loosened ruts 
Flame, arms unite, and body body butts ; 

Nothing is seen but instincts slaked and lit afresh. 
Breasts offered, bellies taken, and the lire 
Of haggard eyes m sheaves of brandished flesh. 

The fien/y climbs, and sink^ to n^e sldl higher, 
Rolls like e\aspeiatrd ndt.*% 

And bai kwards elides, * 

Until the moment when dawn fill's the port, 

And Death, tired of the poit. 

Hack to hips and homesteads sweeps and harrici 
The limp debauch and human weed 
Thai on the pavement tarries. 
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It ie -the flabby, fulsome butcher's stall of luxury. 
Wherein C?rim€ plants his knives that bleed, 

Where lightning madness stains 
Foreheads with rotting pains, 

Time out of mind erected on the frontiers that feed 
T\p city and the sen 


A CORNER OF THE OUAY 

% 

When the wind sulks, and the dune dries, 
The old salts with uneasy eyes 
Hour after hour peer at the skit* 1 . 

All are silent; their h.ind^ turning, 

A brown juice Irom their lip-* they wipe , 
Never a sound ^avc, in their pipe, 

The dry tobacco burning. 

That storm the almanac announces. 

Where is it ? They are puzzled. 

The sea has smoothed her flounce 1 ,. 

Winter is muzzled. 

The cute ones shako their pate, 

And cross their amis, and pull, 

But mate by mate they wait. 

And think the squall is late, 

But coming sure enough. 

With fingers slow, sedate 
Their finished pipe they lid : 

Pursuing, every salt. 

Without a minute’s hall. 

The same idea still. 
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A bonl sails up the bay, 

As tranquil the day; 

IU keel a long net tiaiU, 

Covered with glittering scales. 

Oat come the men : What ho? 
When will the tempest come ? 
With pipe in mouth, still dumb. 
With bare foot on wz<W, 

/he salt", wait in a mu. « 


Here they lounge about. 

Where all year long the stout 
Kishcrs* dames 

Sell, from their wooden frames, 
1 lernngs and anchovies, 

And by eac h stall a stove is. 

To warm them with its flames. 


Hero they spit together, 

Spying out the weather. 

Here they yawn and doze ; 
Hacks bent with many a squall, 
Rubbing it in rows, 

Grease the wall. 


And though tli#' almanac 
Is wrong abo it the squall. 

The old salts ban their back 
Against the wall. 

And wait in rows together, 
Watching the sea and the weather. 
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MY HEART IS AS IT CLIMBED A STEEl*. 

itly heart is as it climbed a bicep, 

To reach your kindness fathomlessly deep. 

And there I pray to you with swimming; eyes. 

I calfte jO late to where you are, 

You with your pity more than prodigal’s surmise; 

I came from very fai 

Unto the two hands you were holding out, 

Calmly, to me who stumbled on in doubt * 

I had in me so much tenacious rust, 

That gnawed wilIi its rapacious teeth 
My confidence in myself; 

I was so tired, I was so spent, 

1 was so old with my mistiust, 

1 was so tired, t was so spent 
With all the rends of my discontent. 

So little I deserved the joy how deep 
Of seeing your feet light up my wilderness, 

That I am trembling still with it, and nigh to weep, 
And lowly for ever is the heart you bless. 


WHEN I WAS AS A MAN THAT HOPELESS 

PINES. 

When I was as a man that hopeless pines, 

And pitfalls all my hours were, 

You were the light that welcomed home the wanderer, 
The light that from the frosted window soincs 
On snov* at dead of night. 
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Vour spirit's hospitable light 
Touched my heart, ami hurt it no^. • 

Like a cool lund on one with fever hoi 1 
A element won! ul gicen, reviving hope 
Kan down the piled wrack of iny heart’s waste slope ; 
Then came stout confidence and right good will, • 
Frankness, and tenderness, and at the last, * 

With h md in hand held fast, 

An c\< mg of clear understanding and of storms grown 
sth 

Since, though the summer followed winter’s chill, 

Both in ourselves and under skies whose deathless fires 
With gold all pathwayi of our thoughts adorn, 

Though love has grown immense, a great flower born 
Of proud desires, 

A flower that, without cease, to grow still more, 

In our hearts begins as e’er before, 

I still look at the little light 

Which hrst shone out on me m my soul’s night. 


LEST ANYTHING ESCAPE FROM OUR 

EMBRACE. 

Les r anything escape from our embrace, 

Wh'ch is as sacred as a Temple’s holy place, 

And so lint the bright love pierce w<th light the body’s 
mesh, 

Together we descend u r o the garden of your flesh. 

Your breasts are there like offerings made, 

You hold your hands out, mine to greet, 

And nothing can be worth the simple meat 
Of whisperings in thr shade. * 
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The shadow of white boughs caresses 
Yqpr throat aiftl fj*.e, ami to the ground 
T lie blossoms of your tresses 
Tall unbound. 


All of lilfle silver is the sky, 

The night is a silent bed of ease, 

The gentle night of the moon, whose breeze 
Kisses the lilies tall a^d shy. 


I BRING TO YOU AS OFFERING 
TO-NIGHT. 

I r.RINC. to you as ottering lo-uighl 
My body boisterous with the wind’s delighl, 

In floods of sunlight I have 1 atlicd my skm ; 

My feet are clean as the gra^s they waded m ; 

Soft arc my fingers as the floweis they held : 

My eves are brightened by the tears that uclkd 
Within them, when they looked upon ihe earth 
Strong without end and i*cli with lc-»ti\e imrfli; 
Space in its living arms h.i', snatched me up. 

And vlnrled me dnmk as from the mad uinc-cup ; 
And I have walked I know not where, with pent 
Cries that would free my hcait's wdd wondci mcnl 
I bring to you the hie ol meadow-lands ; 

Sweet marjoram and th>me have hissed my hands ; 
Breathe them upon my body, all the tu-h 
Air anti its light and scents are m 111 > i 1 sh. 


13 



IQ4 Emile Verijaeren. 

IN THE COTTAGE WHERE OUR PEACEFUL 

LOVE REPOS EJ. 

I\ T the cottage where our peaceful love reposes, 

With iLs dear old furniture m shady nooks. 

Where never a prying witness on us looks, 

Save through the easement panes the climbing roses, 

So sw ' t the days are, after olden trial, 

So /eel wi'li silence is the summer time, 
l oJlcn May the hour upon the chime 
In the clock of oak-wood with the golden dial. 

And then the day, the night is so much ours, 

That the hush nt happiness around us starts 
To heai the healing ot our clinging hearts, 

When on your face my kisses fall m showers. 


this is tiie cod') hour wiii:n the 

LAMP IS LIT. 

Till'* is the good hour when the lamp is lit. 

All l'* calm, ami consoling, and dear, 

And the silence is such that you could hear 
A featlici /ailing in it. 

'I his I 1 * I lie good hole when to my chair my lo\t wbl flit, 
As bree/es blow. 

As smoke will rise, 

Gentle, slow. 

She says nothing at lirst —and l am listening ; 

I hc^r all her soul, I surpnse 
Its gushing and glistening, 

And I kiss her eyi s. 
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This is till* gooi^hour when the lamp is lit. 

When hearts v^ll say 

How they have loved each other through the day. 

^id one says such simple things : 

The fruit one from the garden brings ; 

The flower that one has seen 
Opening in mosses green ; 

And the hearl will of a sudden thrill and glow, 
Remembering some laded word of love 

Found in a drawer beneath a cast-oil glove 
In a letter of a year ago 


THE SOVRAN Klt\ HIM 

Yet, after years and years, to Eve thcie came 
Impatience in her soul, and as a blight 
Of being the sapless, loveless flower of while 
And torrid happiness that cleaved the same; 

And once, when in the skies ihe tempest moved 
Fain had she risen and its lightning pro\cd. 

Then did a sweet, broad shudder glide on her ; 
And, in her deepest flesh to feel it, I've 
Pressed her fiail hands against liei bosom's lie.ive 
The angel, whi 11 he felt ih'* sleeper stir 
With violent abrupt awakening, 

And scattered air and arms, and body rocked, 
Questioned the night, but Eve remained unlocked. 
And silent, lie in vain bespoke each thing 
That lived beside her by the naked source*. 

Birds, flowers, and mirrors of cold water-courses 
With tvhicli, perchance, her unknown thought aiose 
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Up from the ground ; and one night when he bojvcd, 
And with his reverent fingers sought to clbse , 

ller eyes, she leapt out of his great wing’s shroud. 

O fertile folly in its sudden flare 
Beyond the too pure angel’s baffled caic ! 

For while lie stretched his arms out she was drifting 
Already far, and passionately lifting 
To bra/icrs of the stars her body bare. 

And all if' In art of Adam, seeing her so, 

Trembled 

She willed to love, he willed to know. 


Awkward and shy he neared her, daring not 
To startle eyes that lost in reveries swam ; 

From terebinths were fluttered scents, and from 
The soil’s- fermenting mounted odours hot. 

1 fe tamed, as if wailing for her bests ; 

But she snatched up his hands, and o’er them hung, 

And kissed them slowly, long, with kiss that clung, 

And guided them to cool erected breasts. 

But through her flesh they burned and burned. His 
mouth 

Ilad found the fires to set on done hi drouth, 

And lus lithe fingers spread her streaming tresses 
O’er the long ardour of their first can e-s. 

Stretched by the cool of fountains both were lying, 

Seen of'heir passion-gleaming eyes alone 
And Adam felt a audden thought unknown 
Well in his heart to her fast heart replying. 


1 
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Kvg*s body hicfcpnjfbund retreats as sweet 
As moss that by the noon's cool breeze is brushed ; 
Gladly came sheaves undone to be their seat, 

Gladly the glass was by their loving crushed 

• 

And tofcen the spasm leapt from them at last, 

And held them bruised m arms strained stifl and tight 
All the great amorous and l< line night 
Tempered its breeze as over them u passed. 

but on their vision burst 
A cloud tar oh at lir'-t, 

And whirling its dizziness with such a blast 
That it was all a miracle and a fright. 

Leapt from the dim horizon through the night, 

Adam raised Eve, and pressed unto him fast 
Her shivering body exquisitely wan. 

Livid and sulphuious the cloud came on, 

With thundering threats o'er flowing, and ted Ii*. 
Suddenly on tin spot 
Where the wild grass was hot 
With their two bodies that had loved on it. 

All the loud 

Rage of the dark, tremendous cloud 
Bit. 

And the voice of the Lord God in its shadow sounded, 
Fires from the flowers and nightly bushes boundid ; 
And where the dark the turning paths sulmicgcd, 
With sword in hand flamboyant angel? suiged ; 

Lions w r ere roaring at the fateful skie? 

Eagles hailed death with hoarsely boding cries ; 

And by the waters all the palm-trees buit 
UnJrc the same hard wind of discontent 
That beat on Kve and Adam on that sward, 
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And in the vasty darkness drove them tojyard 
New human worlds more fervent lhafi the old. 

• •■••99 

Now felt the man a magnet manifold 
Draw out his strength and mingle it with all ; 

Fnds lu* divined, and knew what gave them birib \ 
ills lover’s li])s with words grew magical; 

And hi 'inwritten simple heart loved earth. 

And sei ceable water, trees that hold 
Authority, and stones that broken sMne. 

Fruits tempted hnn to take their placid gold, 

And the bruised grapes of the translucent vine 
Kindled his thirst winch they weic ripe to still. 

The howling beasts he ch ised awoke the skill 
That in his hands had slept, and pride doweied him 
With vehement strengths that foam and over-brim, 
That he himself his destiny might build. 

And the woman, still more fair since by the man 
The marvellous shiver through her body ian, 

Laved in tlie woods of gold hy perfumes filled 
And dawn, wiLh all the future in her tears. 

In her awoke the first soul, made of prul^g 
And sweet strength blended with an unknown shame, 
At the hour when all her heart was shed in flame 
Oil the child sheltered in her naked side. 

And when the day Ivins glotn 1 nnd ’s done. 

And fid ol till trees m the lonsts gleam, 

She laid her body full of her young uu m 
On sloping rocks gilt l>> be setting sun ; 

Her lifted breasts two mandul shadows showed 
Upon her skin as rosy as a shell. 

And the *un that on her pregnant body glowed 
Seemed to he ripening all 1 1 10 wot Id as well. 

Valiant and grave she pondered, burning, slow, 
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flow Bphcr love the lot of men should grov, 

An*l of the beafilif*! and violent will 
Fated to lame the earth. Yc marred cares 
And griefs, she saw you, juu she snv, despairs 1 
And all the darkest deeps of liunnn ill 
/Vnd^ulh transfigured fact* a:nl sMVlicr Ben nig 
She took jour hands m hers and his-oil jour Bn»u , 
But you as well, men’s giandtur madly daunt*, 

VtMi lifted up hoi soul, and * In* -.uv how 
The limitless samls^if lime »- lie mill B\ \ c mi tub 
Be Intried under Billnws smgmg pude , 

In you she hoped, id ' 1 is k< on in «|in a, 

Fervour to love ami to ilesjie tin* In.si 
In valiant pain and unginslud jo\ , .mil so, 
fine evening roving in the .1 tor-glow. 

When she Beheld, tome to a mossy plot, 

The gates ol Paradise thrown open with , 

And the angt 1 Bn honing, die tinned a-ido 
Without desire of it, and envied not. 
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NOTES. 

Page 3—* * Tloii Cheshire" The Dutch cheese .so-called 
is “roux." Braun suggests that the adjectiu slioulu he 
translated “red-hanul." 

Page 6. —“Tlio.sc* th.it we address with ‘Sn The 
cheese sold under the name ol *' Monsieur i'romage " 

Page 13, srq —Max' Elshamps poetry is considered some¬ 
what obscure, ami students may luidthe following ' i c|uat]nh'. 
ol help ■ la Yieige la iennue pmc , -Jesu. Pentanee 
delicieuse; uu dimauche solan v une ime eelataute, uu 
dmianche de emur do hoi-. — line joie tgoisle; uu sold it -- 
brutahte ; unjuif = un nunc hand , uu oiseau -- la vie sous 
la forme du veibe , uue lleur -- la vie sous la fonne de la 
senteur. 

Page 13.—“Of Evening" Sunday is life, the wcek-day.s 
are death; the poet is the Sunday, theudoie since the* 
week is about to begin again, he /ni/.U die The tlm d stan /1 
means that the Tiuelove will ucvei aga u weep loi the tan 
days of betrothal or mamage which tin. old in mily ring 
she wi?ars remind her of. 
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Notes. 


Pago IS.—-'Full of crippies" Jiy nigjit, bee? use thou 
the regulations foibiddiug bogging aib more easily sot at 
defiance. 

Page 10, line (>. - An allusion lo the painting by Scglieis, 
winch ii>prc*eii1s tin Virgin Mmywitli lilies, dahM..s, ami 
even si nwdiops 

Page I' —“Jleio the a/lire dmmbs blow.” An allusion 
to the painting by Pouqw t m the Museum at Antwerp. 

Page 47 —In liny Lilians’ novel, A Ilthtwrs, liquouis are 
compiled with musical instillments . ema.i;ao corresponds to 
the i lam ml, hummel to 11m nasd oboe, kirscb to the 
Iteree blast of a tilimpet, etc 

Page 100 —Song vn tl Kl e’ed rosdruage. n’est-ee pa* ’ 
ampicl s astmiit tout flic »juj se devout ’* Ueaumci. 

P.'ige ]<»7 TJie i nulling watir" i. Hie Hinge ol the 
human soul, constant ly dunging, " eii dcvenii dans Je 
deveim *' And jet lluue is in it a continued, though 
moliiU uiiiU, a peiiuanent i/u/ffnn Tt object! lies itself 
m spice but only e\isls in tune, and Much el sees its 
vital nign in tlio.se nlneh guide it towards 

itself, which bear it mi to it. late Thu umij or the 
mobile n\ei, whose w.i‘>s to-monov will no longer be 
pilose they sue to-day, is die continuum eunent tliatbea's 
it, as thoimh it aspired to tho luhnity ot o< Ians. 


Page 110—The CJoblet is woman, who, wlietlier she 
irtspues genius or sells hm body, e.usts, loi us, lifts by 
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herself Ut.in hv ns , she is wh.il, wi make lifi, 1 1 ki. this 
gobl<6 whot-o uuouv vaiy according to what, one jiouis 
into i L 

lkige 111. —Tlie CTiandt her s\inbnli/es the ptini.im-nt 
di.uiui fc *i'iicU«l by Art, ]>l.ieul an d is lu-lwiui llu tnvolons 
world, which itamples tin* rose ol hue umln loot, —,m 
the immortal splendour ol Nalme, which in iki s u, ted it 
nw n ieebleness 

Page 113.— The Angel is tlie legend. ol genius 

Page lid. — The Man wit.li llie hre is tin* poet, who is les, 
and less undeistood a* he sluUs tin pi.ivei c. holds ol his 
I yi e. 

Page 3J2.—Viie illcmal lhido is the Aspu.rtion towards 
which we stiive. 
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LIFE OF MILTON. By Kilhard Garnett. 

LIFE OF GEORGE ELIOT. By Oscar Browning. 

LIFE OF BALZAC By Frederick Wkdmoiie. 

LIFE OF JANE AUSTEN. By Goldwin Smith. 

LIFE OF BROWNING. By William Sharp. 

LIFE OF BYRON. By lion llonfa-N Noel. 

LIFE OF HAWTHORNE. By Moncurr Conway. 

LIFF OF SCHOPENHAUER. By Professor Wallace. 

LIFE OF SHERIDAN. By Lloyd Sanders 

LIFE OF THACKERAY. By Hickman Merivalk and 
Frank T. Marzials. 

LIFE OF CERVANTES. By H. K. WATts. 

LIFE OF VOLTAIRE. By Francis EoiPinasse. 

LIFE OF LEIGH HUNT By Cosmo Monrhousk. 

LIFE OF WHITTIER. By W .T Linton. 

LIFE OF RENAN. By Francis Espinasse. 

LIFE OF TUOlilfiAU. By II. S. Salt 
LIFE OF KUsKIiSi By Ashmore Winua'jk. 
Bibliography to each, by J P. Ani‘i;rso>-, British Musein. 

LIBRARY EDITION OF “GREAT WRITERS ” 

Minted on largo paper of extra ijuality, in handsome binding, 
Drmy 8to, price 2s. t5d per volume 



New Addition* 


The Useful Red Series. 


Red Cloth, Pocket Size, Price Is. 

NEW IDEAS ON BRIDGE. By»ARCHiBAL0 
Dunn, Jun. 

I N D 1 G E S T I O N. By Dr. V . Herbb»i 
Ald-rson. 

ON CHOOSING A PIANO. By Algernon 
S. Rose 

CONSUMPTION By Dr. Sicard dk 

Pl.AUZOT.KS 

BUSINESS SUCCESS. By 0 C«. Miuak. 

PETROLEUM. By SvD.srv II. North. 

INFANT FEEDING. By a Physician. 

DAINTY DINNER TABLES, AND HOW 
TO DECORATE THEM. By Mrs 

Ay. FRED Praoa 

/■THE LUNGS IN HEALTH AND 
DISEASE. By Dr. Paul Nij mkylk. 

ALL ABOUT TROUT FISHING By J 
A. Riddell (‘’Bordet Rod”). 

HOW TO PRESERVE THE TEETH. By 
A Dental Surgeon. 



ij- Booflclets by Count Tolstoy. 

Bound in Wliite Grained Boards, with Gilt Letterin'.;. 

•WflEIJE LOVE IS, THERE GOD IS ALSO. 

♦ THE TWO PILGRIMS. 

WIIAT MEN LIVE BY. THE GODSON. 

IF YOU NEGLECT THE ITRF, YOU DON'T PUT IT OUT. 
• « WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT A MAN ? 

2/- Booklets by Count Tolstoy. 

NE^IT EDITIONS, REVISED. 

Small i2mo, Cloth, with Embossed Design on Cover, earh 
containing Two Stories by Count Tolstoy, and Two 
Drawings by H. K. Millar. In Box, Trice 2s. each. 

Volume I contains— 

WHERE LOVE IS, THERE GOD IS ALSO. 

THE GODSON. 

Volume II. contains— 

WHAT *MEN LIVE BY. 

WHA1 SHALL IT PROFIT A MAN? 

Volume III. contains— 

T.HK TWO PILGRIMS. 

IF YOU NEGLECT THE FIRE, YOU DON 'T TUT IT OUT, 

Volume I\ contains— 

M\SiJ'R AND M\N. 

Volume V. contains-- 

i o i .s toy’s parables. 


T 11 Ji WA L i : II m ■ > . r ! 1 1 1,1 1MI 1 St. ( O 1 1 j, 
LONDON AND I h-J L INC. CJ.*-T\Ni£. 



Musicians’ Wit, H umour, 
and Anecdote: 

BEING 

ONDITS OF COMPOSERS, SINGERS, AND 
INSTRUMENTALISTS OF ALL TIMES. 

w 

BY 

Frederick J. Crowest, 

Author of “ The Great Tone Poetsf ** The Story of 
British Music f Editor of “ The Master Must Li aits” 
Series 9 etc., etc. 

Profusely Illustrated with Quaint Drawings 

by J. P. DOWNE. 

In One Volume—Crown Sz'o, Clotk % Richly Gil/ t 

Price 3/6, 

Among the hundreds of stories abounding in wit and 
pointed repartee which the volume contains, will be 
found anecdotes of famous musicfai , of all countries 
and periods 

The Walter Scott Pubiishing Company, Ltd., 


LONDON AND FELLING-ON-It NIL. 






